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* THANSIATIONS. 9 
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GEEEK CHORUS.— IPHIGENEIA IN TAUMS. 

f • EuBiPiDES, Line 1090. 

I 

i 

f • O^birdj that from the lofty steep, 

' Of Ocean's wtibe, and foaming, deep, ^ 

Doth atter oft thy piteous wail of wm, ^ 

Thee I wiU join a wingless bird, p A 

Who hast thy stmins of sorrow heard, ^ 

I, that wish to the warlike Greeks to go ; 
I, that seek the sweei^leaved Bay ; 
^ I, that seareh for the qEve gray, 

And I, that seek the large bougheS laurel too, ^ 

The only aid that suffering Leto knew I 
The lake, whose waters whirl araundt 
J seek, where tuneful awand abound^ 
And float upon its wavea of assuie hue I 
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GREEK CHORUS. TPHIGENEIA IN TAURTS. 

ANTISTROPHE A. 

* Mine eyes wore wet with many tears, 

Which blazoned forth my inward fears, 
When in the hostile ships, with oars and spears, 

I entered as a captive — ^bound — 

For by much money have I found 
A resting in this land that soothes my fears. 

Where Agamemnon's holy child 

Is Priestess of the Goddess mild ; 
For know ! The hind-destroying Grod is mine, 
Lowly I bend me at her victimed shrine ! 

And yet I live in utter woe. 

From grief to greater grief I go, 
For^me no angels wreaths of pleasure twine. 

r 
ANTISTROPHE A. CON. 

But he, to mournful sorrow born, 

Does not in sorrow always mourn. 
For Fortune is a faithless, fickle God ! 

A God that n^ver constant proves, 

E'en to the being that he loves ; 
Since his sad path in change by all is trod. 

Not happy one, who from his birth, 

Hath never known the sins of Earth. 
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GREEK CHORUS. IPIIIGENEIA IN TAtTRIS. 7 

For he, to whom seems kind propitious Fate, 
When sorrows come, feels them a grievous weight ; 
And heavy is his mourning heart, 
When, from his joy, he's called to part, 
And sadness comes to be his lonely mate. 

STROPHE B. 

The fifty oars that skim the sea. 

To the Argivc land will lead thee, 
Across the foaming and the billowy tide ; 

That boat strong built by Argive hand, 

Safe will lead thee to the Argive land, 
* Where haughty knights their well trained chargers ride.! 

Argos ! the oft-told land of song, 

Where poesy and love belong : 
Where richest music from the wax joined pipe 
Of mountain-nourished Pan is ever ripe. 

The prophet, there, Apollo, dwells, 

Who all things right and just foretells. 
And doth grief and sorrow from the future wipe ! 

STROPHE B. CON. 

The strains of the seven-stringed lyre, 
That sound in notes of Heavenly fire, 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



GREEK CHORUS. — ^IPHIGENEIA IN TAURIS. 

And wrap the listening soul in ecstacies, 
In Argos are, and from those strings 
Apollo heavenly music brings j 

And e'en the Muses, from the azure skies, 
Do sing with him in strains of love, 
The strains the Gods do sing above. 

He will conduct thee, with his tuneful band, 

To Minerva's City — Heavenly Land — 
And when at last he has deserted thee. 
With the dripping oars, he then will be 

Afar off, from this quiet, Grecian, land ! 

ANTISTROPIIE B. 

Oh, would that I might go to where 

The sun rides on in high career ; 
Or at my own, my long-loved, precious home, 

I might no longer feel the woe. 

That tracks me wheresoe'er I go ; 
Or would that I might stand where dances come. 

And trip with my companions gay. 

Beneath the sweet-hued sun of May ; 
And then, a high born girl, I might arousoj 
The feelings of some haughty, well-born spouse. 

Then would I rest in sweet content, 

No woes nor sorrows I'd lament, 
But peacefully would share a husband's house. 
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GRBjEK CHORUS. IPHIGENEIA IN AUIIS. 

GREEK CHORUS.— IPHIGENEIA IN AULIS. 

Euripides, Line 750. 

To SiMOis, with its silver stream. • 
The Grecian host in arms will go, 
And on their shields the sun's bright beam 

Shall shine in a most brilliant glow. 
At Ilium, too, and Troy's proud plain, 
The Greeks will chant their martial strain, 
For there, Cassandra, laurel-crowned, 
With g(»lden locks may still be found, 
To whoit the Gods prophetic power do give, 
Among the brave and warlike Greeks to live. 

On Troy's proud towers the Trojans stand, 

And all around her firm built walls, 
Where warlike Mars, with savage hand, 

Upon the Grecian Helen calls ! 
The sister of Jove's son in Heaven, 
To whom all power of rule is given ; 
For savage Mars the maid would seize, 
And bear her far away to Greece, 
With his all brazen shields and pointed spears^ 
Regardless of her. bitter cries and tears ! 
2 
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10 GREEK CHORUS. IPIIIGENEIA IN AULIS. 

The Phrygian city he'll surround, 

With martial arms and hostile spears, 
Then all the warriors being bound, 

No wailing cries or grieving tears 
Will stay his bloody murderous hand, 
But having ravaged all the land, 
And having slain their loved ones all, 
Deep woe s|iall on the conquered fall. 
Oppressed with anxious thought and gloomy fears, 
The Queen and child of Priam weep in tears ! 

And Jove-born Helen will deplore, * 

In lamentations deep and drear, 

Her fated lover now no more, 
Her valiant lover, once so dear. 

Who will not, rend her silken hair ? 

Who will not shed a bitter tear ? 

All low are laid our country's walls. 

And now in dust that country falls. 
For thee, proud daughter of the bird whose neck, 
In silvery grandeur, pure white plumes bedeck. 
For thee, if it be true that Mighty Jove, 
Changed to a beauteous bird, sought woman's love. 
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TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. ECLOGUE fIRST. 11 

TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL.— ECLOGUE FIRST. 

Melib^us and Tityrus. 

Melibceits. 
you, Tityrus, reclined beneath the" shade, 
That, by the widely spreading beech is made, 
In q^uiet, practice oft, your woodland lay, 
While we must from our country's borders stray ! 
The cruel fates force us to leave our laud, 
But you are held by no such sad command. 
Fair Amaryllis thou dost praise in song, 
And breathe her name the woodlands streams along! 

Tityrus. 
A God, oh, Melibaeus, wills it thus, 
For he will ever be a God to us ; 
And we shall, yearly, his proud altar stain 
With blood of fattest lambkin from our plain ! 
'Tis he who bids my grazing heifers feed. 
In fields, where I may tune my rural reed ! 

Melibceits. 
I envy not, but rather, wonder much 
To see that thy condition should be such, 
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12 TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. ECLOGUE FIRST. 

When war sweeps o'er the country like a flood, 

And all around the land is bathed in blood. 

When I, though sick, m^y precious lambs must drive 

Away from fields where they did alway live. 

And even now, one of my tender flock 

Yeaned twins, and left them on the flinty rock. 

My oaks, with lightening struck, forebode this woe. 

As also did the prophecying crow. 

But tell, oh, Tityrus, what God is he. 

That makes thee, from these bitter sorrows, free* V 

'Vityrns. 
I, Melibaeus, thought the city Kome 
Was like unto this Mantua near our home, 
Where we, poor shepherds, oft were wont to drive 
. The tender offspring when our folds did thrive, 
As whelps from dogs, and kids from dams spring all, 
80 was I wont to rank great things with small. 
But mighty Kome lifts up its head more high 
Than all the cities that around it lie. 
Just as the tow' ring cypress does above 
The limber shrubs that bloom within the grove. 

« 
Melibwus. 
And when, oh, Tityrus, you left your home. 
What weighty reason bade you visit Kome ? 
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TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. — ECLOGUE FIRST. 13 

Tityrus. 
Twas liberty that called me hence away, 
Tho' once she spurned, she now became my stay, 
"When Galataea cast me off from her. 
And I was ruled by Amaryllis fair. 
For I could never peace or freedom have, 
While fate did make me Galataea's slave- 
Though many victims went from out my fold, 
And offerings rich, too countless to be told, 
Were to the ungrateful city duly sent, 
Yet I returned as poor as when I went. 

MeUhoius. 
I, truly, Amaryllis, wondered why 
Thou didst invoke the Gods with tearful eye.' 
And why the apples on their branches hung, 
While you in saddened strains of sorrow sung ! 
But now a reason for your grief has come — 
Thy lover true away from thee did roam. 
The very pines, oh Tityrus, and streams. 
That glistened in fair Luna's brightest beams, 
The very groves adorned with mossy fern. 
Thee absent, all invited to return. 

Tityrus. 
What could I, Melibaeus do? While here, 
My slavery and thraldom I must bear ; 
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14 TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL.^ — ECLOGUE FIRST. 

Nor were the Gods propitious to my fate, 

While Galataea held me as her mate. 

Twas there, at Rome, I saw that youth divine, 

To whom, for twice six days, our altars shine 

Each year, as seasons do their steps impel, . 

With precious incense, pleasant to the smell. 

And there his gracious answer first he gave, 

That I in strict remembrance e'er will have, 

" Ye swains your bullocks yoke, your lambkins feed. 

And tune, as oft of yore, your sylvan reed." 

Melthceus. 
Thou'rt blessed, to whom thy lands shall still remain, 
And large enough for thee — an humble swain. 
Though naked stones, and marsh should spread around 
Thy pleasant meadows, and thy pasture ground ; 
No unwished food will taint thy tender ewe. 
More haply blessed than thee there rank but few. 
Here, happy, you may still enjoy the shade, 
That by the widely spreading trees is made : 
And, by the well-known founts, and sacred streams, 
You may recline, where sweet the zephyr seems. 
Here is a hedge, that marks the adjoining bound. 
Whose sallow bloom the Hybloean bees surround, 
Whose gentle hummings court for thee sweet sleep ; 
While there, a lofty rock juts out full steep, 
'Noath which the axeman sings a long, loud, song. 
Which echoes, all the heaven built arch, along. 
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TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. ^ECLOGUE FIRST. 15 

Nor shall the hoarse wood pigeon cease to coo, 
Or constant turtle-dove its mate to woo. 

Tityrus. 
For all these weighty reaspns, then, I swear. 
That sooner shall the fleet stag feed on air. 
The seas receive their kindred fish no more, 
The Parthian quaff the wave on Saone's shore. 
The German exile of the Tigris drink, 
Than I, of this my Grod, shall cease to think ; 
Or e'er his lovely image elsewhere rest, 
Than in the confines of my grateful breast, 

Melihams. 
But we_, alas ! all exiled, must away. 
5^ part to thirsty Africa will stray ; 
To Scythia some, and Oaxes of Crete, 
Where we no kindred spirit e'er shall meet r 
And some again to Britains exiled isle, 
Cut off from every^ friend's endearing smile. 
Oh shall I ever, after lapse of years, 
See once again the land my love that bears I 
Shall I behold my aged cot again. 
The palace where I once was wont to reign. 
All covered o'er with turf of living green ! 
Alas ! — alas I — these things shall ne'er be seen I 
A savage takes my lands, and flocks forlorn^ 
And all my spreading fields of standing corn. 
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16 TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. ECLO<JIJE FIR8T. 

Oh see, what evil civil discord brings on all, 
What woes on us, poor, wret<3hed, citizens do fall. 
See, see, for what we've sown the fertile field, 
Their produce to a stranger hand to yield I 
Now graft the pear tree, and arrange the vine, 
But, Meliboeus, lost are fields of thine. 
Begone my goats, begone once happy flock. 
No more ye'U c^imb with me the lofty rock ; — 
Nor I, reclining in my verdant grot, 
Behold you sporting near the happy spot. 
No carols will I sing ; My goats, no more 
You'll crop the bitter herb the meadows o'er, 
Nor, from the chrystal brook» drink water pure, 
While, by me tended, ye should feel secure. 

Tityrus, 
Yet here, oh Melibaeus, stay this night, 
Beneath my roof, until the morning's light. 
We've wholesome water from the sparkling stream. 
With apples, chesnuts, and some curds and cream. 
And now tis time for you so ae roof to seek. 
As shelter from the nightly breezes bleak ; 
Since the departing sun's last golden beam. 
Above the distant village-top, doth gleam I 
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TO M^CExNA.^ 



HaturK. Book L. Ohe Ut. 



M.KCENAs I thou, from n^yal fatljers sprung, 

WhoBc prsiiso id every note uY fame is sung, 

Thou art mj strtmp: pi'oteetor and my gnkh ! 

To some *d& pk^iising in the raet* to ride. 

And whnm, the Goal, shun bj tho glowing wlicol, 

Aloft doth rabe and makes imm#lal feel. 

One man b plen^ietl, if fiekh? Eomnns strivt^ 

To mikke him 'neiith thoir threefold honoi^ lim I 

A second seeks to place mthin His store 

What^'er Ib swrpt fi-f'sm cTeiy Lybian floor ! 

A third there is, who love a to plough his field, 

And he, not all the wealth that earth ean yield, 

Would teii^t (a auilor in a Ojprian bark) 

To hroaf^t thii fury of fcho billowB dark, 

That ever nige witliin th' Mge^n Sea! ^ 

The fearful merehani, too, aye, Gven ho, 

While roar tJie winds jiround th' Icarian wave. 

His home doth praise, 'till cidm has made him brave j 

But when the danger of the deep is past, 

ffis snowy eanvasa bends it to the mast ! 

Another lotes to sip the Massic wine. 

And 'neath the cool arbutuB' shade recline I 






Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



18 TO M^OENAS. 

The trumpet's note, that sounds the camp around. 
The loving mother hears with grief profound ; 
But other hearts are glad to hear the song, 
That bids them mingle with the warlike throng ! 
The huntsman, heedless of his tender spouse, 
In open air remains, the hart to rouse ; 
And well-wrought nets he spreads the prairies o'er. 
Wherewith to catch the savage Marsian boar ! 
Placed on my peaceful brow, the ivy crown 
From Heaven doth bring me Grodlike pleasure down ! 
And I'm distinguish^ from the motley throng, 
By Satyr's dance, and tuneful Nymph's gay song ; 
If kind Euterpe grants her notes of fire, t 

And Polyhymnia tunes her Lesbian lyre ! 
But rank me with the lyric bards, and I 
Will soar, in glory, to the azure sky ! 
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TO LEUCON(E. 

HoKACE, Book L^ Ode 11, 

jVsk not, Lenconm, to know (for *tia not right) 

How long a life is yours or mine ; 
^or seek with the Chald^oan dates to tell the ftjglit 
* (.)f, what is hid'firom mind of thine. 
How nol>ler far it ia to bear wbate'er shall he 
Almighty Joyces Mgh, fixed, immiitahlej dearee I 

If he ehould will another winter to our land, 

Or this which breaks the Tuscan sea 
Against the roeks, be e*en the last by his oommand. 

With aught we should contented be, 
That comes from him, who mlee alone both Heaven and 

garth. 
And factures laws to govern men of human birth. 

Be thou, then, Lucoooe, wise 1 filtrate thy wine I 

And aa thy life cannot be long^ 
Think not that countless hours of fiiture still are tbine, 

But let this ever be thy song — 
Enjoy the present hour^ for thou canst never know, 
But what the next one in thy grave shall ky thee low. 
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20 TO VENUS. 

TO VENUS. 
Horace, Book I., Ode 30. 

Oh, Venus, held in Cnidus and in Paphos Queen, 
Leave Cyprus now — thy chosen isle — 

Transport thyself to where Glycera's dome is seen, 
With incense sweet, she seeks thy smile. 

Let Cupid, the all-glowing boy, thy steps attend. 
And Graces, with their zones untied, 

And let young Hebe, too, her pleasing presence lend, 
Charmless save when to thee allied. 

Let Mercury, the noble God of language soft. 
Attend thee in the wished for train, 

And may the vows that here Glycera sends aloft, 
Not all be uttered quite in vain ! 
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AGAINST K03IAN LUXURV. 






1 HouACE^'^Vni. OiiB, 2nd Book. 

r 

Na Ivory, nor frtfttt^d rcKif of gold 




• 






, III splendor^ bbiinis withiij iij)f homp. 






• No pure aurJ sggtless stone of worth uiiUiId, 






* B'or mt* tkcfe out a prinoely dome. 




• 


Nf}t far Noirddia^M iiinrble, white as sqow, 






Is here to charm tLa gtizmg eye, 






No wealth oi" Attalusi is minu to ahow. 




1 


Nor hk mheritur am 1. 






In my domaitj no high-born maidens spin 






The SpartJin robe of ptirphj hue ; 






But lionor, peace atid genius too are mmo, ^ 
For greater wealth I do not sua 




• 






, To me, though jjoor, thii rich do pay their eoart, 






Tbu Deities shield iiie from harm, 

1 ^ 






From richer Mendft I §eel£ not for g^upptTrt^ 
1 Contented with my Sabine farm. 

Times change : and day driven off it^ fiitlier-daj, 














1 The changing mooii« do wax and wane, 






1 ^ Tet happy ia my fertile fields I stray; . 




. 


I Nor find in golden ore my bane. 






ff But ye, though stajotding on the grave's wide wreclt. 




Have marble euf by seulptor's ^Itllh 
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22 AGAINST ROMAN LUXURY. 

Wherewith your gorgeous palaces to deck ! 

Such thoughts your dying hour do fill. 
And not contented, e'en with this, seek ye 

To labour farther in the deep, 
And build thy proud domain within the sea 

That doth round ancient Baiae sweep. 
Why do ye trespass on your neighbor's ground, 

And move the landmark of his right. 
Why, why, do ye remove thy client's bound. 

And trample on him in thy might ! 
While weeping wife and husband leave their home, 

With squalid children fed on woe, 
In poverty and want abroad to roam ! 

Why, why, oh Komans, do ye so ! 
Remember that no home awaits more^ sure 

Such rich men than the courts of hell ; — 
Why, thenf ye heartless, do ye seek for more. 

That what to you in justice fell ! 
Just earth receives the beggar and the king. 

In death they both become the same. 
Nor will stern Charon e'er Prometheus bring 

Back unto us in aught but name ! 
The race of Tantalus he still doth bind 

With chains upon his gloomy shore. 
Yet he, a kind relief, will surely find. 

For all the sufferings of the Poor ! 
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WitL C!uxlf3ss steps I strayed the other day^ 
O'er moadoWrS shining ■ neath the sun of Mny. 
The birds were singing gafly o*er mj bead^ 
Wliile tjiiick from briiuch to branch in joy tln^y sf>od. 
The sparrow's chirping and the black bird's smng 
Beguiled the time, as thus T wallvod along. ^m 
All I^atore shone m beauty tnoi^t tK^ipiete, ^^ 
The verrlant carpet that received my feet ! 
The budding blossoms oit the frnitftil trees ! 
The air, made balmy by the morning breeze ? 
The prchmg limbs, that beiit and lapped o'er head. 
From SoVb briglit noonday heat gave welooiuc shade. 

I looked iiboYCj the sky was dear. 
No cloud wan til ere I 

I felt the coolii^g, pleaaant air 
Wave thro* my hair I 
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24 THE SEASONS. 

I heard the birds, their anthems sing ; 
And Heaven did ring 

With offerings that to Him they bring 
To Whom they cling. 

I saw the grass beneath my feet 
In one large sheet ; 

On trees I saw the blossoms sweet, 
Which May doth greet. 

I looked on Earth, on Heaven, on Sky, 

^ In ecstacy, 

I saw the bright sun from on high 
Shine brilliantly. 
And then I thought of those who madly say 

There is no Heaven, no Grod ; 

That when, beneath the sod, 

Our earthly form is laid, 

And last sad rites are paid, 

Then all is done, our life is o'er ; 

We sink in death, to rise no more. 
Fools, fools, aye, worse, far worse than fools are they ! 
For who, save an Almighty One could form 

The buds, the blossoms and the flowers : 
And who, save He, could shield them from the storm, 

Or keep them from all hurtful showers 
Or who, save He, could call the day from night, 
And make the darkness to be changed to Kght 1 
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^ TIMM SJsiAHiJNIi. 

Wbiit makea the euu, the liiooii, the ^rs te ahiiic, 
Sttve Heavensent power, Almighty Loi:ii, of thine I 
The goDtly peocilkxl romj 

The Qut^D of flowers, 
Who couki BQ well di^pust^ 

Th;it fiad not powi^m 
Fur more than raorf^il man. 
Each hufl fall jouog, 
^ A Ileavenljr li^d did phti*, ^ 

The hirds that sung. 
But echoed tuaes on high, 
. WhiW tbej, full Hwt^et, 
Mew throngh tho aznrc sky, 
Ob pinions fleet. 
Then if there ib a God, in truth, and deed, 

There is a future state of bliss or wee. ^^ 

And should not all of u& take IhmA, 

Uow we do spend our short time hetu below. 

IL 

I gazed ia Sammer on the ripened grain, 
I isaw the well-fed herd leap o'er the plain. 
^^ ^ The Summer sun 
' ^^ It£i work had donu, 
^ The grain was there. 

The reaper's shear ^ 

in 
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26 THE SEASONS. 

Not yet had cut a blade. 

The grass now took a shade 

Brighter than its first hue, 

And e'en more thfck it grew. . 
The birds still sung within the leafy trees, 
Still blew oftimes the welcome, balmy^ breeze ; 
Still saw I flowers of every kind ; 
Still were the fields with verdure lined. 

But brighter did all seem. 

As if the dying gleam 

Of verdure now was near. 

The flowing rill, so clear, 

Still gushed within the vale, 

Man's labour to regale. 

All nature still was bright ; 

But soon the Autumn blight 

Would shed on all its gloom ; 

Such was th' unerring doom. 
I saw the weary toiler homeward turn, 
From fields where brightest rays of heat did burn. 
I saw him drink from out the chrystal stream ; 
How pure, how precious, did that water seem ! 
His sadly heated brow I saw him lave 
Full long within that swoet, refreshing wave^ 
And when 'twas done, he turned him to his home. 
Since now for him an hour of rest had come. 
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When cTieerlesa Autumn lield lier dreary roign, 
I stood again within the ttrtiJe pEaio. » 

But Daught wafl there, 
That told of cheer, 
For bleak and harCi 
The field IS they laj» 
Though hut a day 
Had passed smce I J 

Had seen the sky. 
Shine brilliantly 
0*er crops of corn, but now no sign wa& found 

Of the onoe fertile plain ; 
But leayeg of AntumUj strewed upon the ground, 

'Told, past was SumijaeT's reign. 
These leaves do nioye me strangely, and I foci J# 

Full sad when they appeatj 
For thoughts of sorrow through my spirit steal, 

When comes the dying year. 
The season tells me of a time not long 

^ .When I too shall be *lying» 
Sad memories through my pensive spirit throng 

When Autumn wind*? are sighing* 
These leaves forewamers are of the dread liour* 

That bids our fipirits fly, 
To where we shall he judged by that high Power 
WhxGh rules the boundless siy. 
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28 THE SEASONS. 

Their voice is solemn, and their tone is drear. 

And mournful to the soul, 
Sad, silent tokens of the parting year : 

They tell us of the Groal 
For which each one of us in hope must strive. 
If in the end we wish in Heaven to live. 

Ye Autumn leaves I ye Autumn leaves I 

The loveliest of them all, 
It is not rude October's winds 

Alone, that make ye fall. 
Ye Autumn leaves ! ye Autumn leaves ! 

The sweetest of them all. 
Ye have a tongue in every leaf, 

In every leaf so small. 
Ye have a tongue that speaks to me, 

In Nature's language sweet. 
Ye speak in Heavenly tones to me. 

Which would I could repeat. 
I've raised ye from the ground, ye leaves ! 

I hold ye in my hand, 
Your stems together I have bound. 

With a purely white band ; 
Ye Autumn leaves ! ye Autumn leaves ! 

A story sad ye tell. 
Ye tell of brighter, happier hours. 

Spent in ihy leafy dell. 
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• Ye Autumn lenves ! ye. An tun in leavo^nl 

Ye have a nature dear, 
Ve cannot stand the cold, rude blasts 

The piercing wind ye fear, 
But still ye lovely Autumn leaves 

Not only fall for foar 
Of ice eold \?intry blasts, and snow, 

Ihit aU thai ye hold dear, 
LUj mouldering 43u llie frojgen ground ; 1 

Te cannot Irve -alone. 
Ye Antumn leaveji I ye Autumn leiivc*' 1 

Yc will not live alone. 
Two Autumn leaves I hold hohro me. 

One of the hrigiitestt purest red, 

Anotljtr one full hrown and a^rc, 

Both tell UB how old time has ^pefl, 

Both tell Jxs of the dying yeiir. 
And as I gaae upon these lovely leaves, 
3h3thinlt8 iriy spirit for their sorrow grieves. 
And Kiid, tfUt pleasant dreaiiiB come o'er im* 
Ye Autumn leaves ' ye Autumn leavea I 
My t^pirit closely cliug^i to you ,■ 

Oil, would tJjat I could Speak 
In your sweet language, known to few J 

The Autumn winds m bleak, 
Thy tender leaves should never hurt, 
But all with purely white hands girt. 
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I'd keep them 'till my spirit leaves - 

This mournful world of woe and pain, "• 

Its ancient pleasure to regain. 

Sad is the sight that Autumn yields, 

Pull sad and dreary are the fields. 

The little birds no longer sing, 

No more rich music round they flings 

And yet, though all is dark and drear, 

The Autumn skies more bright appear. 

As if a recompense for all 

The flowers its presence made to fall. 

And 'tis a moral we should learn. 

Prom evil e'en some good to' turn. 

Although life's path be rough and dreary, 
And foes, instead of friends, you find, 

Though of your journey you feel weary. 
Attend the whisper, " Never mind." 

Though grief beset your every turn, 
And sorrow floats upon the wind, 

Though sinful fires around you burn. 
Attend the whisper, * ' Never mind." 

When Death draws nigh^your happy door. 
And breaks the blessed ties that bind, 

'Tis then that you should more and more. 
Attend the whisper, '* Never mind." 

When wasting sickness lays you low. 

And grief weighs down your troubled mind. 
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When oVn your friend becomes your fac*, 

Attend tbe wHfiptT, " Never iniiid.'* 
Thougli sinfrJ raeo deride your joyj 

And tell of you reports unkind, 
Though noxious griofa your soul annoy, 

Attend the whisper, " Never mind/' 
Though monrnM woes surround you near, 

And to deep grief yon seem condigned, 
Though all conspire to make you fear; 

Attand the whisper, -* Noin&r mind" I 

rv. 
*Tia Winter timS— and all ii round. 
The enow is Tying on the ground. 
The little snow birds blithely leap, 

And gaily aing, 
Wliile fronl their nests they nimbly creop, 
To chant a Christum.* carol hero. 
Where bleak and L*hiliy ib the air ! 

The notes do ring. 
Through glittering icidas full bright^ 

Of STJOwy wliite* 
Tbe long, long year is growing old. 

Its limbs are cold. 
Oh, sing a song to lull its- sprite^ 

'Till chilly quite. 
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32 THE SEASONS. 

Are all its limbs, and stretched in Death, 

With no more breath ! 
And now 'tis o'er ; its life is done ; 

Its race is run. 
Now Christmas songs give place to other mirth. 
The Old Year's death is but the New Year's birth^ 
And we have traced the Seasons all, 
In every rise and fall : 
Let him who dare, say now. 
That he to none ds God will bow ; 
That all this beauteous, lovely world, 
By chance from chaos wild was hurled. 
Who would so blind, so fooft h be, 
From every better feeling free, 

As to deny 

The God on high, 
From whom he draws his mortal breath, 
Without whose aid, his soul, in Death, 

Would flee away, 

Nor deign to stay 
With one, who would not feel nor own, 
That God who did his spirit loan. 

Then haste thee now. 

To Him to bow, 

Who gave thee life, 

And calms thy strife ; 
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Who cures thy wo, 

And makes thee go 

In lands, where streams, 

In glitt'ring beams, 

Glide sweetly on. 

Beneath the Moon, 

The Queen of Heaven, 

To whom is given 
The power supreme o'er lesser stars ! 
Blind unbelief, our nature mars. 
And lays us ope for Satan's snare. 

Oh, man, beware ! 

Repent in time^ 

Ere Hell's dark clime 
Shall ever claim thee as its own. 
And pleasure from thee shall have flown. 
As passing Seasons tell a God Divine, 
Who doth in all his endless honors shine. 
So stricken man can tell us too, 
How well his vengeance dire to rue ; 
Yet when the mind is sad with grief. 
And Earth can yield it no relief, ' 
Then flies the soul to Him on high. 
Who rules the regions of the sky. 
As well as in our lowly Earth, 
O'er fragile men of mortal birth ! 
5 
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And tell me, Soul of Man, did eVr • 

Tbat Grod refuse to hear thy prayer ? 
Ot careless grove him of thy woe, 
When thy repentant tears did flow ? 
While theso thiugg tell ii& that onr God is kind, 
In mercy warn us not to lag hehind ! 

Since whUe we seofF, and jcer^ and play, 
Onr priceless time doth flee away. 

Tnrn, sinner, turn^ 
Into the only pathwa.y true, 
And rank thyself among the few. 

Who Satan &purii I 
Then thou art safe, beneath the wing 
Of thine own kind and loving King ! 
But if you turn not from the path of sin, 
In which e'en from yonr very birih youVe bcen^ 
T dare not lift the veil and tell the state, 
That doth thy never-dying eoul await, 
Then, sinner, hasten to ayoid thy doom, 
Ere Death shall lay thee m the silent tomb ! 
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BEAUTY. 

^^ ^ 
WiiisN twilight shades were falling, 
The realms of night recalling ; 
I watched the bright stars shining, 


P 


1 


1 


Sweet wreaths of lighfc entwining ; 




1 




Methought that fays were flying, 






t 


With silver voices crying. 
The world with beauty sweet is teeming. 




J 




The Celestial orb of Day, 


• • 


H 




From the sky of azure blue. 




1 


' 


In sweet vapours fades away ; 








Still it leaves a beantcons hue. 






# 


A voice XB ever crying, 
With echoes still replying 




i 


1 


The world witli beauty sweet ie teeming. 


m 


1 




II. 




1 



The precious morn is ooming, 
The merry birds are singing, 
• CFer all thiogs, music flinging, 

Young birds their tunes are humniing- 
The sweetest*rays of light are streaming 

From Aurora's gilded ear, 
^ The air breathes out in song, 
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" Which fg woft^'d oflT afar 

The morn's sTvL*et WoeKe alon|;^ 
A YQice is iiTCr crying, 
M^ith echoes Btill replying, 
The world with beauty sweet is ttiemJng, 
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III. 
I gased tipon the lovalj trees, 
That h lidded all aramul me ; 
I heard the birds' ktud Imrmonies, 
So Kw^c^fc they ftiiiig areund ijie. 
There surely was HOme hidden thiug 

That made mj soul so glad. 
Something front purer worlds they briuj^* 
That mortal ac^er has had, 
Trea&uroa rich with great glory beaming ! 
Beauty was tiie hidden thiug ; 
Beauty is the prize they bring. 
Around un Beauty ever 
Shines with sweet lustre, never 
To be dimmed by Time's rudo sway, 
Which drives all other powers away. 
A voice b ever <irying, 
With ^f hoes still replying 
The world with beauty sweet is teeming ! 



k 

k 
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Wheat vesper shiules fell silently, 
I sat beneath a willow tree, 
And Tuourned o'er days aD fled ; 

MethoTiglit r heard a voice, 

That made my soul rejoice, ^ * 

And these are the eheering words it said. 



** Grieve not that no frieiids are thine, 
Grieve not that no maiden a twine 
Wreaths of liappinesg for thee ; 
Shed not tefurs of sorrow 
For tlje evils of to-naOrrow, 
For a happier joy awaits thee. 

'■, 
" Hast thou never, never, heard 
The teachings of the Heavenly Word, — 
Those who mourn sUaU soob rejeicie I 
Then cheer thy spirit sad, 
Bright joye ijj^y yet be bad 1*' 
Thus spake that Heavenly Voice ! 



Upon the willow tree I gazed, ' 
In silenee, awe -struck and amazed. 
For near me* no one could T Bee. 
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38 A aEVEaiE, • 

At last the mourning tree 
In kin due sa sweet to me 
Shed cheerijfg tears of sympathy. 

And as the tear drops from on High 

Did fall, Hope seemed to hover nigh ! 

My sinking bouI its joy regained ; 
Cheered by that fairy voice, 
That made mj soul rejoicej - 

Hope,in mj spirit joyful reigned. 

That voice came from my soul within, 
A voice of joys that once have been 
Full brightly shining in my heart ; 

But now all gone and fled, - 

They to the past have Bped, 
Beep pierced by Time's destroying dart. 
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THE MADMAN. * 
Wrrn iron fettera biAnd, th(? Btrong man lay. 


39 








A Tietim to tJie demon's bellisli rage — 
For eare liad worn upon Lis soul iind wo 1 
AlaSt tliey brouglit liirji to tlie Mauiac^a ceU. 
And there he iaj — witk flashing, Mood-shot eye. 
And every Tnuscle tended to its full ; 






i 


\ 


While Le with futile eiforts strove to tear 








The iron mani^ks from off his wrists, 










Witk shrieks that well inigJit shock the bravest ear. 








^ 


His bleeding limbs, he madly wounds 1^e more^ 




• 




m 


And feeds his gleaming eye on native blood. 

Old Satan's leer is on his gltSiming faee — 

And darkest thoughts of Hell his breast oppress ; 

While awful as the koundlees Ocean's stgrm, 

Tlie tempest of his inner soul broke out. 

And aU liis listening friends, that stood around, 








h . 


With trembling hearts did dread his awful ire. 
For, truly 'twas a sight, that well might cause 
The dread, the pity, fend tke tears of firiends. 
His incoherent ravings fiUed tke air 
With cries and shriekH, no man undaunted heard- 






■1 




A moment passed — when tialiply he stood still. 


« 




« 




And bitter, bitter, words like the^ were his. 










i 
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And am I mad ? 
Oh yes, 'tis truly bo ; 
But blighted hojHJs 










And ^rief, witfc agony and wo, 






Have hrouglit ine to this narrow cell^ — 






Mpd? Mad? 


f • 




Oh yes— I feel the fire of heU * 

Is raging in my train i ^ 
The demon angels eome to claim 
My deathless spirit as their own ; 




• 


But whose the biTier, burning shame. 




And who the awful seed bath sown 


1 




That yields such cndioiss pain ? 

? 


f 




A happy home I once poflBeBsed, 


> 




With every joy aad pleasure blessed, 1 




A wife full dear, ^ 






And babes of innocence — 


i 




I did not fear • 




Man's deep malevoleftcc ; 






Till one there camo. 






Cursed be his name, 





• 


That stole mv wife away. 

My ehildrcn all, did drpop and die — 

* 

• 

• 
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THJ MJIIHIAIf. ** 

No mother near to stay ^ 

The hand of death's dark agony. 

And I was left 

Of all hereft— ^ 

My wife and ehildrem, once so dear, 
Were dead — and none wore by to oheer. 

Ah I who can tell the bitter, achiag pang, 

The grief, the pain, ' 

That scorched my brain I 
Within my ear, there ever, ever rang, 

My children*^ dying oriea, ♦ 

Their soba and agonies, 
I sought the demon danioed. 
Who wrought me all my woe, 
And, ah 1 beneath my hand 
His blood did freely flow. 
Ha ! Ha I 'twaa sweet 
To see him die, 
J Reward full meet 

For trea^iery. 
But when the deed of blood was done^ 
I strove each crowded path to shun. 
Stilly still the mllrderor^'3 braiiiwas on my brow. 
I could not wash the stain away ; 
6 « 
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All saw it then — ^I see it even now — 
Away, oh, bloody spot, away ! 
See, see, oh God, oh God, 
'lis true that I am mad. 
They drag me 'down — ^they drag me down. 

The spirits of the damned. 
All rescue is forever flown; 
And I, too, must be lost ; 
For I am mad — ^mad — ^mad ! 

With weary strength the Maniac bent his form, 
And speechless lay. Yet, from his flashing eye 
A light.more glittering far than all before. 
There shone— as e'en from some expiring fire 
One brilliant flame gleams out, and all is dark. 
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HUMAN LIFE. * 

I SAW a Little boat begeramed withgpii^ 

SaiHng ou a stormy ^ea, 
I gaw tlie mariner his sail imlurl, 
^^ And a akillf ol helmsman bte 

Hhe billows broke and roared around his bark, 
And tbey wet his snowy sail, 


• 
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Tbe storm did rage ; tbe sky was dark ; 
And he heard the winds wild wail I 

9 

Tet iteered hg?ln his conrse full straight, 
. Regardless he of that fierce storm, 
Determined well to bide his fate, 

Come when it may, or in what fonn I 




# 


•• 


\ 
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• 

He looked aboye and poured his prayer 
To God, who watched his periljs there ; 
#And skiUf^lIy he held the helm, 
'Midst waves that threatened to o'erwhelm 






# 


♦ 




# 


His tiny bark, and make him be 
A tenant of the cold, dtrk soa. 






« 


1 






* • 
The elands at last in pity break, 












The sun sMnes QHt once more ; 
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44 HUMAK LTPU. 

Hie wished for hareu lio dotli make, 
From it to roTe no more I 

And W0}ildat thou, reader, know 
The moral of tbis strain ? 
And wouldst thou have me show 
What joxL^om it, may gain^ 

4 

Then list je well, 
And 1 will teU, i 

What may, perhaps^ he for thy good, 
Though you alone 
I^Can suit it.s t^ne^ 
To do what I havo meant it shnuM. 

Our life, as all of us agree, 
la likened to a troubled sea, 
Where angry waves and billows dark. 
Attack our weak and mortal hark. 




L 
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^ So Satan tempts the human heaJrt^ ^ ^ 

To make it from its Mak^ part ; 
And useless is our strength and frail, 
I When he, full migh^, doth assail ! ♦ * 

m 

But should you, faithful to your trust, 
With holden heart avoid Lis lust, 
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And from liim turn, * # 

N6r let sin Inirn 
One ecar upon your mortal breast ; 
* Safe thou shalt be, # ^ 

From Satan free^ 
For Heaven will help thee to the rest. 

^ Not long 'twill be, 

Ere thou shall see m m^ * 

Thy Bun sliine forth a hrilliant gleatif, 
To cheer thee on, 
^ Thy race fcoauHj* •" 

Beneath thy Father *a ^cions heam. . 
m And thou shalt gain the port of peace, 

^"^here bitter wuea and sorrows cease ; ^ 

J Where all is light, and life, and love, # 

Within that precious home above, 
^ Then stay nots ^innt:r ! urge thy course, ^ 

• * * Lest ifen to-morrow fimfthee Wijrse ! 

The gate is open — and the passage fi-ee ; I ' 

# Oh I ent^?r — ere forever closed it be ! * • 

• • • <f • 
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THE^PBISONER'S CELL. 
. t •• 

Tread gently stranger ! ^is the smk man's room I 


1 
• 


1 1 

• 


^ There, tux his bed he lies ; 


m 




The voice awoitrng that shall eall Mm home-^ 
To uiansbna in the skim. 






' 




In weary pain aM aDguIsL long ho's ISsen, 






Within this lonely cell. 


• 




Hearing full oft amid the prison's din 
The mournful nfehoea swell. 




For he, confined within these granite wftllB, 
• ^ Can hear no passing souud, ^ 
• # Saye, perchance, the watctiul sentry's calls \^\ 


• 


• Tn midnight wallta aromid. ^ 


? 




• For he is exiled from his native strand, 






# And a poor cap tire in a foreign land, A# ^* 






• ^ Here he ninst die the loiielf captive's death jf 


• • 




• With none to cheer his parting hr^vath. .*% 


« 


Tread gently, then, oh sk anger, h§ was one 




• fl 


• To mortals eveiy kind : • 


V • 


But when he heard the faithless traitor'^ gun ; 


i 




He songht in war to find'' 
Bright laurels to entwine around his hrgw, 






• 

• 


• 
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And to the eapmj he ns^er did how ',' 
But at hia captain's word 

He hastened out to nteet the assailing foe, 
With courage iu hia heart 

Before him many forms were humbled low. 
And f(i\t the captive* a smart, 

And^ now he, wlio many a foe had slain, 

Must feel himself the captive"*g bittej^^ain. 

There, geBtle Btrangerj there boliold him lie 1 

The light of U^ hut glimmering in his eye 1 
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'PASSING AWAY." 



• t 



I 



WteLK.we gaze npou the beauties of earth ; 

Blooming 'neath the sweet-hued sun of May ? 
I^^ile our hearts are glad with happiest mirth j 
^ 'Tis sad to think we're " Passing Away," 

' ''•„. '■ 

For true it iB that *' all thals'^right must fade ;'' 
And sorrow comes when we are moit gay, 

The happiest pleasures are most transient made ; 
'Tifl B^ to think we're *' PaBsing Away," 



• • 



'S^ 
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48 "PASSING AWAY." , 

III. 

When all around seems joyousness and love, 
And our feet in flowery paths do stray, 

And within pleasure*haunted field we rove, 
'Tis sad to think we're " Passing Away." 

IV. 

When we clasp our beloved ones to our heart, 
And most happy words our lips do say. 

And when we're glad in hopes we'll never part, 
'Tis sad to think we're " Passing Away." 

V. 

And when around the cheerful household hearth 
We are gathered all, at close of day, » 

In joyous happiness, and pleasant mirth, 
'Tis sad to think we're " Passing Away." 

▼I. 
But ah ! Where sorrow's mournful voice comes near, 

And doth sing its slow and solemn lay^ 
And plants within the heart an aching fear, 

'Tis sweet to think we^e " Passyig Away." 

VII. 

When all we love best and truest on earth. 
With most false aflfection turn away. 
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When no dear joy appears to rouse our mirth, 
'Tis sweet to think we're " Passing Away." 

VIII. 

.When all around us our beloved ones die, 
And dark cloudlets thick bedim our day, 

And on wings of black Grief seems to fly, 
'Tis sweet to think we're " Passing Away." 

IX. 

When in deep woe we wander o'er Life's road, 
And no joys shine round our weary way, 

And when e'en heavier seems Life's heaviest load, 
'Tis sweet to think we're " Passing Away." 

X. 

When there is naught on Earth for us to love. 

And our life has not a cheering ray, 
When our kindred all are gone above, 

'Tis sweet to think we're " Passing Away." 

7 
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TO A STAK. 

All Nature rests in quiet sleep, 

The busy day is o'er, 
The little stars from Heayen do peep. 

The sun shines now no more. 

There shines one little star more bright 

Than all its sisters round. 
Sweetly it beams upon my sight. 

When hushed is every sound. 

On it I love to look each eve. 

When all around is still — 
When man his busy toil doth leave, 

And lightly glkies the rill. 

Shine on, thou ever beauteous star. 

In all thy glories bright, 
Upon the regions off afar. 

As here thou shin'st to-night. 

When on thy little orb I gaze. 

My soul within me glows. 
My heart breaks forth in willing praise, 

With joy my spirit flows. 
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I marvel when, indeed I think, 
Thou shinejft everj wln?re, 

On land or on the Ooean-g brink. 
Or on the desert hare. 



I 



Thon ehin'Bt in Yenice — pictured clime. 

And on her bridge of sighs, 
The land where flows the melting rhyme, 

And beam the lovely ejes. 

Thnn lightest the Jew nnd Gentile too^ 
Whh thy sweet, soothing, light; 

Thou mak'st the newly fallen dew 
Shine forth like diamonds bright. 
i 

O'er Europe's Htretching lands you shine, 

And over aJl the earth 
The Fame bright glories still alfe thine, 

Thou sparkling star of mirth. ^ 

We love thee, Gentle Star of Night, 

So twinkling and so free,* 
And when we gaze upon thy light, 

We feel still nearer thee. 



Oh, couH^st thou say what angela dwell 
Within thy prtoioufl heme. 
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A tale of joy to us you'd tell, 
Who far from thee do roam. 

Perhaps some friend, to us quite dear, 

Within thy precincts is, 
For whom we shed aflfection's tear. 

And know not of his bliss. 

Perhaps a mother we have lost, 
A long-loved mother dear, 

Who, on the waves of trouble tost, 
Sought refuge in thy sphere. 

Or still, perchance, sisters beloved, 
Away from us have hied. 

Who o'er life's path but little moved, 
And sickened then and died. 

Thou shinest on, full sweetly bright, 
But naught doth answer me. 

Still upward flies my soul so light. 
To be still nearer thee. 

Oh, may my soul be wafted there. 

Where holy men do live. 
Within thy bright and heavenly sphere, 

Which soothing light doth give. 
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Mtraw, 

« 

Ok, maj I join the friendb who've gotic 

Before me to tby HgLt, 
And may I win tlic goal tliuy won, 
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A goal supremely brighU 

• 
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• MUSIC. 












• 


Hark ! the joyons voices ring ! 
Li^t^n, aftjgels 1 while they tting 1 
Lead the melting sound along. 
Till all feel the power of song \ 
Ocean \ roll thy billowy tide I 
Jlomitain 1 rock from wide to side I 




« 




i 


A'j 


1 


Flow, thou iittlc gufihing strtiam 










1 


Flow beneath the moon*a palo beam. 










1 




Such the joyouis power of song, — 










1 




Happy hearts around it throng. 














Music wafted to the so^, 














All tha piBsiona doth eoutroL • 
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Music lifts the soul oa high, 




• 










To sweet mansions in the sky ! 














Music melts the heart to tears, 


f 












Mnsie wraps it too in fears ! 
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54 '* SEEK AND YOU WILL FIND. 

Music oft reforms the bad, 
Music makes the spirit glad ! 
See ye all the power of song, 
Which to music doth belong. 



-SEEK AND YOU WILL FIND." 

I. 
In dangers and in troubles oft. 

In griefs of every kind, 
For consolation **Look aloft," 

For " Seek and you shall find." 

n. 
When sorrow's sadly pressing hand. 

Weighs down thine anxious mind. 
With soul undaunted firmly stand, 

For " Seek and you shall find." 

III. 
When Death draws nigh thy happy door, 

And breaks the ties that bind, 
Seek consolation more and more. 

For *< Seek and you shall find." 
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MIDNIGHT. 

Fair Ltma sheds her lenient raj — 
The bright stars hold their softest sway- 
Wliile angels whisper, through the sky, 
Happieat acaenta as they fly. 
This is an hom^ supremely blest, 
Happier far than all 'the rest j 
When Nature in her lovely charms, 
Most deep the panting spirit warms- 
This is the hour when ang'els move, 
Hurrying on their path of Love ! 



• # 



How oft in midnight hours they eome. 

Flying o'er our siRnt bed. 
From their awieet and Heavenly home. 

Come they with a noiBeless tread I 

m 

We see those beings that we leve, 
Come around us while we sleeps f 

Their faithful love for m to prove, . 
While with tearful eyes they weep — 



To think that we atill live below, 
In a world of grief and pam^ 

V 
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Subjected to each mortal woe. 
Sailing o'er Life's weary main ! 

Thus oft in lonely midiiiglit hour. 
We feel the dear resistless power 

Of angel-whisperingB in our dreams, 
Bright with Heaven's own golden beams. 



OLD LETTERS. 



/. 



*'• 



Sw^T cords 1 that bind me to my early years^ 
That .soothe my grief and dry my hitter tears, 
How oft in hours of idleness, 
Ye^ring sweet tliougnts of happiness. 

Ye carry me back to my childhood's liome — 
In sweet%ieadows green I seem io roam, 
In playful iqspceuce and glee. 
From every sm and sorrow free ! 

ttt 
My oompations seem to gather round me, 

*As if rejoicing they have found me, 

We dance around in ehUdish mirth, 

The happiest little band on earth. 



Digitize! 



.jlpoogle 



70S &K40* 

Ye speak to me of tappy boars gone by, 
'Ye tell me of many a severed tle^ 

Of dear friend? wbo ha^fi gone before. 
To meet ine in tkis world no more. 

Ye sweet consolers of my woe and gnef, 
That in my Borrow whisper sweet relief, 
I love ye with a yearn in g love. 
Which httrrying time can ne'er remove. 



w 



THE DEAD. 

DupAETED souls, that hover near» 

When hearts are sad with gloomy few, 

I seek yoTir dwelling -pi aee to know. 

And to what unseen world ye go. 

Ye spirits of the long lost Dead^ 

Where are the halls thy bqtiIs do tre&d ? 
* • 

To me your mystia dwelling tell ! 
Oh, grant to me that potent spell. 
By means of which I too may go 
Where streams of joy forever flow I 
8 
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A VISION. 



A yiSIOK. 

I HEARD a spirit whisper, Come, 

And I will guide thee home. 
la dreams I heard the voice so dread, 

Methought that I wa^ dead 
I rose to do that spirit'B will, 

And felt an icj chill 
Eun thro' mj bones, aad freeze mj blood ; 

While fearfully I stood 
Attent, to hear its stern command. 

It waved its bony hand, 
And bade me follow in its trackj 

Nor dare to veEtnre back. 
And I, urged on, in fear did rise^ 

With sore bewildered eyes. 
Methonght it led me to a grave, 

Where stood a stave. 
To mark the final reeting place 

Of one of Earth* s sad ra&e^ 
Methonght I heard the spirit call, 

From out its marble hall. 
The soul whose earthly form was there, 

And it did straight appear. 
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A maiden fair, of low degree^ 
I Bat from all error free. 4 

Met hough t the spirit, once agcun, 
A grave did rend in twain ; 
When, !o ! another fonu appeared, 

In Laodsome benuty reared- 
These jiouls recalled, on each, did amile^ 
And sunk again to Death*^ exile 1 
f ^ 

Methonght once more the spirit led 

Me to the narrow bed, 
Where lay the great, the rich, the proud, 

All wrapped in snowy shroud ; 
The marble stone was raised on high, 

To tell where thej did lie, 
^Who in Earth- s pilgrimage were great, 

And high in mortal state. 
Fine marble, cut by sculptor's skill. 

Though dead, proud told them stilL 
Methought the spirit's voice I heard. 

And at his potent word. 
The stone, it crumbled, and did fall, 

While he, the soul did call ; • 

The mvlf it came, and stood be^id^ 

Ita grave, now yawning wide. 
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He spoke, and still another came, 

With hollow eyes of flame. 
On each they gleamed a fearful gaze. 

Which did my soul amaze ; 
For settled hate was in that look, 

Which not e'en Death could brook. 
They vanished, and I saw no more, 

My eyes were sick and sore ; 
The spirit gazed on me a glance. 

That woke me from my trance ; 
So sharp, so piercing, was his eye. 

And so my dream passed by. 

HI. 

And when I woke, I thought my vision o'er. 

And pondered its intent ; 
Still I could not its mysteries explore. 

Nor knew I what it meant. 
Till I had pondered oft that midnight dream. 
Which once to me all moral-less did seem. 
At last I found 
A reason sound, 
Why that lone spirit broke upon my sleep, 
And took me where, 
I went with fear, 
To where the Dead their solemn revels keep. 
Then, Header I whosoe'er thou art, 
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Whose eye o'er lines like these doth range. 
At this my moral do uot start, 
Though seenicth it to you full itrange, 

■ Tis briefly this that I would say. 
And spurn ye not the words a way, 
When first the spirit led me where, 
I followed with slow steps of fear, 
Those long lost souls that be did call. 
From out their chilly, inarhle hall, 

Did show that Lotg its feeling BtUl doth have, 
Beyuud the gloomy portals of the Qrate ; 
And that stern Death, 
Wbo takes the treath 
Of mortal man away, ^ 
Is powerless to stay 
Th' affections holy which the Lord doth give 
To cheer our lot while still on Earth we live- 
Who would believe it was not so I 
If Heaven -born spirits only glow 
With fond affection in this life, 
What worth the care, the grief, the etrife. 
That friend for friend doth undergo ; 
If all oar lii'e were here be low ^ 

■ Twere useless in that lifers brief spau. 
To gamer love for dying man* 

Oh, Reader, bo. 
It is not so. 
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'Tis true that deathless is our love, 
Prolonged tlirough endless time above ; 
And each loog lost and cherished friend 
Will meet m when thie life shall end ; 
And not aa stranger spirits will we meet, 
But triends lo share an endless union sweet ; 

In oourts above, 

Where all is love ; 

Where joy and peace 

Shall never cease 1 
Thus then my dream's first part doth read, 
The second now demands our heed. 

When m mj trance, 
I 89 w that glance, 
That from the eyo 
Of fire did fl j : 
This, Reader, tells that Ilate can also Kre 

Beyond the tomb ; 
Though we may not to this fall credence give, 
Beware the doom 
Of him, who from this Earth doth part, 
With maliee rankling at his heart. 
For dread and dire wiU be 
Hia sad Eternity. 
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A righteous Ood, offended then. 
Will pour on Mm Hellas bitter pain. 

And sorrow e*er, 

With awful fear, 

Shall be his lot, 

By Hoaven forgot. 
Then, then, though augeFs tears should fall. 
And all the holj seraphs weep, 
They never can hts doom recall. 
He must his bitter harvest reap. 

V. 

Another point my dream did show, 
That rich and pcKJr alilte to Death must go, 
Nor wexdtbj uor worth, nor preeious ore, 
Can save them from that siletit shore. 

No priceless gold, 

Or wealth untold, 

Ko beauty rare^ 

Stem Death doth spare ; 
But aH must go to that sad bournoj 
From which they never can return. 
Then, erring mortal, prize not this, 
But seek that other world of blisa. 
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EVERLASTING. 

The wind, it blew against my window pane, 

The thunder roared o'erhead, 
And ever and anon the drenching rain 

Its mighty torrents shed. 
And I was sitting in thoughtful mood, 

Blessing my happy lot, 
When spoke a spirit that beside me stood, 

'* Bless, but grieve that 'tb not 
Everlasting." 

I started when I heard a voice so near, 

I turned, but saw no form, 
I thought me then of those who had to bear 

The raging of the storm. 
Without a sheltering roofi or happy home. 

By mortals all forgot, 
When spoke that voice, * * To them griefs do not come. 

For they know that 'tis not 
Everlasting." 

I saw a lordly palace decked with gold 

And gems of every hue. 
Around it naught looked ill, nor aught seemed old, 

Each marble slab was new. 
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I thought Fd found a perennial home, 

Where chaise ^yas all forgot, 
But hark, sad voices to my spirit come, 
. " Alas I alas ! tis £ot 

•Everlasting." 

Methought the sun was shining, and the air 

Was fragrant with the smell 
Of lovely flowers, that bloomed around me fair, 

Their Maker's power to tell. 
But soon I saw them wither- up and die, - 

By autumn breezes caught; 
And still I heard thos^ voices round me cry, 

" See, see, e'en they are not 
Everlasting." 

I gazed upon the azure sky above 

And thought me of my Qod, 
That God whose every deed is truthful love. 

Who earth's sad path had trod. 
And as I looked, methought I saw a throtie. 

Suspended in mid air 
Shining with Jaspar and the Sardine stone. 

And all gems pure and rare. 
And then a voice in tones of clearest sound, 
Echoed throughout all naturei's depth profound. 
9 
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A LEGEND. 

" Think on, oh mortal, and forever think, 
Let thoughts on thoughts abound. 

For now to meditate thou need'st not shrink. 
Since something thou hast found 
Everlasting." 



A LEGEND. 

I. 
In happy, golden^ days of yore, 
There lived a baron bowed, and hoar, 
An^ rich was he in fame and goM, 
But had a stony heart and cold. 
A beauteous daughter blessed his home„ 
Who never from her sire did roam. 
Many n^ble barons sought her. 
Golden presents rich they brought her. 
But all had sued for love in yain, 
For all their hearta she grieved with pain. 
'.. s 

II. 'J . 

Till, when at last young Edwin came, 
A peasant poor, and with no name 
To rank in history's proud tome, 
Where glory builds her lofty dome. 
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But with a gentle heart of truth, 
Kindling with all the glpw of youth ; 
With eyes that told the fire of heaven, ' 
To his pure soul, from Grod, was given, 
He charmed the tender maiden's heart. 
And he did swear that he would part 

Not ever from her side 

If she'd ^become his bride, 

m. 
Bhe loved him with a woman's love, 
Which not e'en wasting time can move. 
He pressed his suit in softest tone 
While o'er them, sweet the moonbeams shone. 
The blushing maid disclosed her heart 
But quick and fast did fall the chrystal tear. 
For well she knew the bitter smart 

Her father stern 

Would, in return 
For his affection, deal her lover dear. 

Indeed 'twaF truly so. 
For when her noble father heard . 
The *ale of love, his dreaded word 

Turned all their joy to woe. 
For Nora summoned to his hall, 
Straightway obeyed her father's call. 

While in loud tones of ire, 

Thus spoke her angry sire. 
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IV. 

Is it for this, false girl, that I have reared 

Thee with a father's doting heart ; 
Is it for this^ that you have ever shared 

My love ? thus, thus from me to part ! 
To leave me in my age, and give thy loye to one, 

Whom thou hast known but for an hour ! 
Then go ! thine onward course in shame to run ; 

A father's curse thine only dower ! 
In long gone days when yet thy tide of life was new, 

When guileless was thy tender heart, 
I little thought that I the cause would have to rue, 

That made fhee from my home depart. 
But it is so, and I now live to see the day, 

My Nora, spurns her father's love, 
And casts his fond, his deep affection all away, 

With strangers in the world to rove. 
Well, be it so. I cannot stay thy guilty course. 

But when in after days thy soul 
Shall e'er revert to early days, no one resource, 

You'll find, your sorrow to * ntrol ; 
For I have offered you a father's happy home. 

Besides a heart that loves you well, 
Which you've refused, with this strange man abroad to roam 

And for him e'en your birthright sell ! 
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With streaTiiiii^ eyes tljo maiilt^n bent 
Her Lead, and on liia shnuldor loaiit j 
But BtUl her heart was bold, uttd tf uc hor lo^e, 
So true not e'^n a faJiier's cuTse could move. 
And sho began for her true love to pload, 
la tones that well might m^^k^i the Leart to bleed, 
Wbo til at has felt what *ti9 to lovej 
To hold one being, all aBove^ 
To speak, to live, to broatho, to f*!ol, 
But in the accents sweot which steal 
From him who is the heart^B ndorod : 
Or yfUo that thus l^ex heart liath ponVed 
Into another' B bri^ast, 
There only to find rest. 
Will cot shed manj pitjiti^ taars 
For her whoso love so satl nppoars I 



But that item father's li^art was lutrviwl to Wat 

Whate*t!r she md, 
With an unpi tying soul and carclcas car ; 
• And tho' she plerid 
"With all a ii%aid<iu'» pfjwitr, 
Hi^ angry brow did Jowcr, 
He eried aloud with voioe of ire. 
He ne'eir woiild pardou giirvf 
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And bade her from his house retire 

Nor ever near him live. 
She went, for woman's love is strong, 
A love that suffereth well and long ; 

And Edwin bold, full proud I ween was he, , 

That girl so faithful to himself to see. 

He took her from her long loved home, 
In distant lands to go, 

Contented she with him to roam. 

Her faithful love to show ; 
She followed him thro' many lands. 
O'er fertile plains and desert sands. 
'Till when ^t last young Edwih left 
His Nora of all hope bereft, 
Sad was, I ween, her stricken heart 
When from her, side her love did part. 

VII. 

Ye, who too sadly know. 
The bitter tears that flow, 
When friends depart. 
And leave the heart 
Struck down with woe ; 
Ye who have felt the pang, 
That o'er the soul doth hang 
When lovers faithless prove 
Them to their highest love, 
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Te, ye can know fair Nora'3 heart, 


• 






When from lieu Bide, 








Her own ^krM one 4id part, 
And left ti^ bride, 








His wife in ^ save iinman law \ 


» 






Her hoart was lorn. 


•* 






She asked of each one that she siiw» 




^ 


Where he had gone, 
Who in the olden time. 








And in her native clime, 


m 




1 


Had wooed her loye^ 






• 


While stars above. 
Approvingly did ehine. 
But woe indeed was thine. 

Fair girl \ for he 


( 




* 


Thou ne'er didst see. 

And thine the achiug void, 
That holds the heart hj grief alloyed ; 

The sigh, the eca.^elcf?s t^^ar 
Most now attead thee to thy bier. 

VIIL . 








By woe oppressed, hy grief weighed down. 






With heart from whieh each joy had flown. 








The maiden shed uneeasiag tears, 
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And lived in utter grief 
And woe too deep for her young yeara 
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• Was hers ; and no relief 

To her sad soul would ^ome. 
She thought her of her home, 
And she did seek that hall once more, 
Where she had^spenther days of yore. 

IX. 

But woe became that father's 'guest, 
Since first he drove her from his home, 
Nor joy, nor sleep, nor any rest, 
Would to his stricken spirit come. 
He pined away, and pining, died. 
No one was near to check the tide 
Of icy death, that chilled each vein. 
Or soothe with love his heart's sad pain. 
She reached his mansion, but to hear, 

The reaper death 

Had ta'en the breath 

Of him away, 

Who wafi her stay. 
How could the maid such sorrow bear ! 

X. 

Her heart nets stricken down with woe, 
And hers was such as passeth show, 
No pageant sorrow of aflfected grief, 
But one which no relief 
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Oould ev^j ever moTe the poisoned dart. 

That pierL^f*d her faithful heart. 
Her Eiiwiu too, whom she had loved so w^U 
Her spirit seemed to ttU * 
• Was e'en the cause of ull 
The grief that did befall 
Her spirit beut with woe, 
Alas I that he should e'er have acted so. 
But 'twas too true, skp could not doubt 
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His faithles:* want of loTe about. 
And truly 'frwas apLtt^ous ai^ht,, 
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To see that maidea^s hopele,^B plight. 








Betrayed by a false 8tniugi:n'\^ art. 




*. 






And made to feel love's keonrst smart. 








Her lover gone, her father da&d, 




• 







And every hope of pleasure fled. 
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^ XII, ♦ 
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Alas! thatah^. 
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^ Onee pure and free, % ' ^ 

Slwjuld Ibe so hopeIe!=ia and ho sad. ^ 
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* Her hearl^did sinis, * *• 








And some did think, %^ -^ 
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iBiat site e'en from thftt time was mad 
Bat certain 'tis that s^j-ieki moat loud « 
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Were heard to echo round 
The country's farthest boundj 
And oft a form in snowy shroud 
"Was seen to gMde, 
With hasty stride, 
And rapid flight, 
The livelong night. 
But naught was ever heard of Nora fair. 
Though many for her fate did shed the tear^ 
With which kind pity laves the tender eye 
Of those, who feel for others' misery ! 



EMMA 



1»ART t. 



Soft blew the gentle evening breeze. 

The bird's gay song was sweet, 
While mid the branches of the trees 

They flew on winglets fleet. 

I 

n. 
Gl-ently the rippling stream did flo'w, 
In little waves of gold, 
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While shone the dying sun's last glow, 
Behind the oak trees old. 

in. 
The leafy limbs that lapped above 

A bower of beauty made, • 

And there Althoea mourned his love, 

When twilight's glow did fade. 

IV. 

His heart was sad, his soul was drear. 

For Emma loved him not, 
His mind was weighed with grief and care. 

In mourning o'er his lot. 

V. 

His lute, the solace of his woe, 

He seized with trembling hand. 
And forth in song his soul did flow. 

Touched by a fairy wand I 

I. 
Fair maiden ! must I leave thee now I 

Who, e'er did hold my heart ! 
Stem, stem, the fate to which I bow. 

The fate that bids ^ part! 
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When I remember all thy grace, 
The matchless beauty of thy face ; 
Thine angel voice, so soft and clear, 
That broke so sweetly on the air. 
Thy mind of light, thy heart of love, 
• Ffom thee I cannot bear to rove ; 

Yet still, oh still, it must, it must be so ; 

For I cannot avert the bitter woe ! 

II.. 
Full oft I've tried to gain thy love, 

By every art of mine. 
Yet e'en as harder still I strove, 

In worship at thy shrine. 
Thou colder grew ; and now I grieve 
To think thy well loved form I leave ; 
Ne'er, rie'er again perhaps to view 
Thy beaming eyes of azure hue ; 
Nor e'er again may I once hear 
Thy silver voice ring through the air, 
While, pleasantly, the precious evening breeze, 
Shall waft its echoes through the verdant trees. 

in. 
When I remember all those eves, 

Those precious eves of love. 
When o'er the scattered autumn leaves. 
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We pensively did rove ; 

When 'neath fair Luna's brightest beam, 

We walked beside the sylvan stream ; 

I feel, my panting, throbbing heart 

From thee qan scarcely bear to part ! 

But I must go ! Thou scorn'st my love ! 

To war in foreign lauds Til rove, 
And bathed in native blood, and death, 
I'll seek to breathe my farewell breath ! 

IV. 

Now hope farewell, and pleasant peace ; 

I go to seek my doom, 
In lands where all my woes shall cease, 

Withitt the silent tomb ; 
The land where sleep the long lost dead, 
Erom every earthly sorrow freed. 
And if perchance my Emma e'er, 
Should shed for me one single tear ; 
My heart would lighter feel, and I 
Would end in death my misery. 
Then, bloody Mars ! mayst thou propitious be, 
And nerve my willing arm to fight for thee ! 

V. 

Thus sang Althcea in that grove of green, 
And the birds an echo made, 
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He fixed his eye upon his shining blade so keen, 

And left the refreshing shade. 
Upon his horse he flung himself in grief 

And full quickly off he sped, 
To find in war from sorrow a relief, 

Or be numbered with the dead. 

VI. 

Right manfully he fought, both long and well, 

And conquered many a foe, 
But wounded sore, at last in pain he fell, 

And his eyes with deathlight glow. 

PART n. 

I. 
The marble halls that echo to the fairy tread 
Of lovely virgins, clad in cloth of golden thread. 
The princely courts where dance the gay, the young, the fair. 
The pearly^ gems that glitter in the jetty hair ; 
All tell us of a Queen with wealth, and store of gold, 
The Queen of beauty, and of happiness untold. 

n. 
What heart could gaze on such a sight, 

And not be glad I 
And yet there was a heart that night. 

That was full sad. 
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For Emma's soul was sad and drear. 

She wept in tears, 
The throng might seem to banish fear, 

But she had cares 
That tore her bleeding heart with woe, 

And no relief 
Would come. She mourned where'er she'd go 

In tsars of grief ! 

in. 
What hath the youthful maiden done. 

To make her sigh ! 
What makes her try each art to shun 

The crowd that's by. 
Is it some crime of damning hue. 

That stains her soul, 
That makes such grief her heart pursue^ 

Without control ? 
Has her swe^ hand been dipped in blood. 

Or bathed in gore, 
Hate her fair form with felons stood, 

On any shore ! 
No ! not for aught of bloody crimes 

Does Emma weep, 
Her heart reverts to former times 

When joy did keep 
Unquestioned rule o'er all her sotd 
With power that none might dare control. 
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IV. 

She thinks upon her love's proud form 
His eyes, like lightening in a storm, 

She thinks on all these things, and then 
Slowly she leaves her noble palace halls, 

For she may ne'er, oh, ne'er again 
Behold that form on which her spirit calls. 
Oh woe, beyond relief I 
Oh bitter, bitter grief! 
And she too was the cause of all, 

The care, the grief, the woe. 
That on Althoea's heart did fall, 

And^ crushed it with the blow. 
She sought her arbor's lone retreat, 

To think on all her grief, 
And th^re with music passing sweet 

In song she found relief. 
For music is the soul's own joy, 
When worrying cares or' woes annoy, 
It wafts sweet comfort to the heart, 
And draws away pain's venomed dart. 

I. 
It is my last, my farewell song, 

I breathe, my love, to thee, 
Fch* pains of death around me throng, 

My soul will soon be free. 
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I ne'er shall breathe thy name again, 
Nor see thy face once more. 

Oh, who can tell the bitter pain» 
That sears my heart's deep core I 

n. 
My soul is bound to thee by ties, 

That man <}an never break. 
And when my spirit free shall rise. 

And all the dead shall wake, 
I'll claim thee, then, my own true love ; 

Though Fate our lot did sever, 
W^U love through endless time above. 

And live in joy forever I 

ni. 
'Tis sad for me to think that I 

Did deal the aching smart. 
That made thee from my presence fly. 

And hurt thy faithful heart. 
Yet still for thee my latest breath 

To Heaven in prayer will go. 
And when my spirit conquers Death, 

'Twin pray for thee bebw. 
11 
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IV. 

And if in Heaven a spirit's prayer 

Will aught avail to thee, 
Thy deathless soul shall soon be there, 

Kedeemed to life and me. 
And this is all the hope there is 

To me on Earth below, 
With thee to taste celestial bliss. 

And Heavenly joys to know ! 

V. 

Farewell my lute, my harp, my song. 

My voice shall sound no more, 
For, ah ! it shall not now be long. 

Before I 'seek Qiat shore. 
Where every spirit soon must go ! 

I bid farewell to all 
My well-beloved ones here below, 

For Death my soul doth call. 

VI. 

Waft, waft, ye breezes, waft my notes 
To him for whom I sing, 
» To him on whom my spirit doats, 
To whom my soul doth cling ! 

Ye clouds that flutter through the sky. 
To stars that shine so bright^ 
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Tell him to bottar realms I fly, 
To be with him in light I 

* % 

And when had ceased the hreezea to prolong 
The answering echoes of her plaintive song. 
She Bought agiiln her liall of marhle bright, 
Wbero sweetlj shoua each gaj and eolonred light* 
She joined the giddy tkrong, . 
That whh-led in joy along ; 
She strove to calm her heart. 
And disregard tiie dart 
Which I^ve had transfixed there- 
But useless waa her care I 
The diain^d gems that glittered bright ^ 

"Within her jetty hair, 
Now sparkling in the radiant light, 
More pure and bright appear, 
jj^ But brightness ia not in her tje. 
Her strieken heart doth often sigh ; 
That lip, where smiles always did play, 
That sold, o'er whieh fair beanty*a away 
Had always held uncurbed control, 
That face that told her very sonl; ♦ 

AH, all were altered now, and she 
Was from aweet pleasure wholly free. 



I 
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Pale was Iter cheek, and dimmed her eye, 
While piteously she oft did sigh. 

And even there, 

Where every fair 

And beanteons thing, 

Its charm did fling, 

To cheer the scene ; 

Her heart did lean 

To other times 

And other climes, 
When she did share Althoea's love, 
And deemed his heart all things above ; 
When she was happy, gay and young. 
When pleasure's blossoms round her sprung. 
When no ill dreams disturbed her soul, 
When love did still her heart control. 
She thought on all these things, and how, 
Oh ! how could she dance gaily now I 

TI. 

But see, who enters now the door, 

A sable doak of dun he wore. 

And tall his form and proud his mien. 

As ever man before was seen. 

As soon as Emma sees his form, 

Her heart with lova for him was warm, 
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Her cheek grew paler, and £he hue 

Of ashes, on her face, it grew. 

And from her brightly gleaming eye, 

Each spark of heavenly fire did fly. 

She fell ; for her weak strength gave way ; 

The lover of her happi» day 

Too well she knew ; 

The guests they flew 

To give her aid, 

And 'when they made 
Fair Emma conscious once again, 

They left the hall, 

Each one and all, 

While her true maid 

Close by her staid, 
To soothe her heart's most bitter pain. 

vn. - 
She lived ; for Death comes not alway. 

To those who wish to die, 
But woe from her did never stray. 

Nor sorrow from her fly. 
Her love she sought the town around ; 
She wept in wo. 
And she would go, 
Each day at eve, 
When Sol doth leave 
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His native sky, 
« In dusk to lie, 

Unto that grave whose leafy bound 
So oft had sheltered her sweet love ; 
And on one eve, when she did rove, 
Singing her oft accustomed song. 
That roamed the, balmy breeze along, 
She heard a voice full clear, 
That broke upon the air, 
Like angel singing, 
Sweet music bringing. 
And these the words the fairy sung, 
While through the air they clearly rung. 

I. 
Fair maid ! who weep'st thy lover fled. 

In tears of bitter woe. 
He, whom thou mourn'st for, is not dead, 

And thou to him may'st go, 
Only believe the words I speak. 
And to me lend attention meek. 

II. 
Near unto yonder mountain stands 

A marble palace bright, 
That seems not built by mortal hands. 

Nor lit by mortal light. 
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Enter thou that noble palace hall, 
And on thy love, Althoea, call. 

ni. 
And when thou call'st a monster '11 dome 

To tear thy tender form. 
But take this rod and thou'lt come home, 

Without one wound or harm. 
For 'tis a fairy wand^ which I 
Have framed to ward off injury ! 

IV. 

Pluck thou a hair from his flowing mane, 

By means of this your rod, 
And thou thy love shall see again ; 

So says the Fairy God. 
Then haste thee quick to yonder dome, 
Where now thy lover finds his home. 



Thus spoke the fay in accents clear. 
Which eclioed through the stilly air. 
And notes more sweet no man e'er heard. 
For they were sweeter than the bird 
Whose song is said to lull to sleep. 
The fabled dwellers of the deep. 
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Tin. 
The maiden bowed her willing head, 
To show that she'd perform the deed, 
And to the castle straight &e went, 
Upon her errand full intent. 
* Yet e'en as nearer still she seemed, 

And brighter still the lights they beamed, 
She was no nearer ; for that dome, 
Where cruel monsters found a home. 
Moved farther as she pressed her way, 
Yet did she not one moment stay. 

XI. 

At last she reached the castle gate,^ 
Nor did she for admission wait ; 
But pushed her way within its bound, 
Nor stopped e'en once to look around ; 
And when she enters in its halls. 
And on her love, Althoea, calls, 
The fairy monster came full near> 
Her lovely form in rage to tear. 
But she, made bold by her true love, 
Her fairy wand did hold above 
His shaggy head, which when he saw. 
He closed his once extended jaw ; 
Turned he to flee, but not before 
In faith the lovely maiden tore 
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Ji. strand from out his flowing hair, 
While in still anger he stood there ; 
He roared aloud, and then away, 
Before the Victor of the Day 
He runs ! and now her faithful love, 

Fair Emma sees once more, 
Never again from him to rove, 

Save for that heavenly shore, ^ 
Where guileless mortals all shall go, 
The land of joy, without one woe. • 



THE FAIRIES. 

I. 
Oppressed with anxious care foreboding naught intelligible^ 
I gave myself a most willing subject to the Dreamy God, 
And with silver winglets hovered he full sweetly round my 

head, 
Oped the pearly gates that close around Imagination's home, 
And made me revel in that sweet strand where Fancy is the 

Queen. 
I dreamed ! and upon a rock in barren ocean's sterile strand 
I stood. Naught mortal or immortal saw I on that shore. 
Mountains lofty lay around me in nature's wild profusion ; 
12 
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Upon every side the washing waves with daring dasjiings 

struck. 
While I did gaze in wonder on the lovdy scene before me, 
Methought a fairy form tripped by and beckoned me to 

follow, 
And, as if urged on by some ungovernable power, I rose, 
With my mind determined well to follow wheresoe'er she led. 
The heavenly Vision rent the briny wave, ^ and far, far 

beneath 
Flew with more than light'ning quickness, and I, with like 

swiftness, followed. 



Ceased we to fly, and that dear guide had left my side, 
Upon the lovely scene my eyes roamed round in joy ; 
I saw a rosy bower with jasmine perfume sweet. 
Where all the air was fragrant with the smell of flowers ; 
There did the rose, the queenly rose, its head uprear. 
The Pink, the Snowdrop and the Hyacinth were there ; 
And in the stream that glided near that garden bound. 
The snow-white lily lifted up its spotless head. 
And every lovely blossom that enticed the eye, 
Did show its beauty, to enrich the gorgeous sight. 
Sure this was not a place where men of mortal birth 
Could hold their court, supported not by higher powers. 
No, no ; 'twas here the Godlike Fairies met each eve. 
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Thoae beings that to mortals ever lend an arm, 
When griefs oppress, or bitter woe weighs down the soul. 
This very grove they chose to be their concert hall, 
Where beauty breathed thro' every thing the eye could see. 

in. 
Methought I waited not full long before I saw 
The Fairy band, in snowy garments, all advance. 
And one there was whose robe more splendid was than all, 
And on whose head there glittered bright a jewelled crown. 
Her did I judge full well to be their sovereign Queen. 
I saw her enter slowly in that leafy grove. 
And low did every courtier bow when she did pass, 
In token of his love as subject and as friend. 
Methought she passed full near my side and I could see 
The pure serenity of her angelic face. 
Sure never can I e'er forget that angel look. 
Her beauty seemed too bright for me to gaze upon. 
The lovely smile that lingered round her chiselled lip. 
The sparkling beam that shot from out her jetty eye. 
The music that was wafted round when she did speak, 
All told her noble lineage to be of Gods ; 
The pencilled brow, the long loose lash, the golden hair. 
And every charm adorned the lovely Fairy Queen. 
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IV. 

She straight advanced up to the throne that band had placed, 
For her, who was their mighty ruler, and their guide. 
She took her sceptre, studded rich with jewels bright. 
And hushed was every voice, no sound was heard 
Within that fairy grove, where late the heavenly band 
In mirth were holding converse sweet with sister fays. 
I gazed in wondering admiration on the Queen, 
Whom all did seem to love, respect and to revere. 
And if 'twere possible, methought that she then seemed 
E'en lovelier yet than when I first had seen her come. 
Within the court, where she had summoned out her band. 
But while I gazed in wonder on the lovely sylph, 
I heard her silver tones ring through the leafy court, 
And all the listening band in silence list her words. 
While thus in tones of angel softness she did speak. 
And strains of music, such as mortals never heard. 
In joining notes all blended with her fairy song ! 

" We meet to-night 

Ye Fays of light, 

To tell our deeds. 

And gain our meeds. 
I hold the ruby crown which is 
TUhe prize that gives the winner bliss. 
And I, to him, will give this prize. 
Whoe'er among you now that rise. 
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That has helped most 

The mortal host, 
Who dwell on Earth's sad, sinful bound ; 
Now let the 'customed trumpet sound I" 

V. 

And when the Queen had ceased, the trumpet's far sent note 

Echoed around the leafy grove. And then I saw 

A host of fairies coming o'er the verdant plain, 

Each eager first to reach the place where their great Queen 

Did sit, to give the prize to whosoe'er it was 

That had performed the highest good to those on earth. 

Once more the trumpet's tone did sound upon the ear, 

And all around was still. Each fairy form reclined 

Upon the sward within that precious hall of Court. 

I heard again the silver tones of that sweet Queen, 

Who to the listening throng in precious notes thus spoke. 

" I bid ye speak. 

Ye angels meek, 

And tell me true, 

What each of you 

To-day have done. 

For since the sun 

Went down last eve, 

I truly grieve 

To think that men, 

Hftve fioffer^d pain. 
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For when the day 
Had fled away, 
I saw, last night, 
A genius bright, 
Though one who had rebelled against the might 
Of him who rules the darkness and the light. 
In anger he 
Did say to me, 
That e'er next night. 
His power would blight 
Many a one of mortal birth. 
Who did not own his sway on earth. 
I bid ye, then, my subjects all. 
Your kindly actions to recall, 
And tell me if perchance, ye have 
Saved one whom woe kept as a slave. 
Whoe'er has done the kindest deed of all, 
Upon his head this crown of gold shall fall ! 

VI. 

She ceased to speak, but still the balmy air refused 

To let those notes fly off" so quickly from the ear. 

For echo still prolonged the tones the fairy spoke 

At last each sound was hushed, and the sweet echo ceased, 

As when the balmy breeze subsides, the leaves are still ; 

And not a single breath of air doth fan the trees. 

'Till one there rose, whose face was like an angel's — ^pure. 
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His dnket tones did float npon the stilly air. 

I. 
Fair Queen ! I beg ye list the song 

I sing this eve to you ; 
And give ye ear, ye listening throng ! 

For what I say is true. 
This mom at break of dawning day, 

I roamed the world around, 
And while I, by a grove, did stray, 

I heard a weeping sound. 

n. 
I entered in the arbour's shade » 

And saw a handsome youth ; 
In God's own holy semblance made, 

With eyes that told of truth ; 
He lay upon the sward of green, 

And mourned his bitter lot, 
So sad he seemed, as if he'd been 

By heaven above forgot. 
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in. 
His lute was lying by his side, 

But all its strings were still, 
For he with tears of anguish cried, 

And grief his heart did fill. 
At last, in pity for his woe. 

In softest words I spoke ; 
He raised his head with motion slow 

As thus his tones they broke 
Upon the stilly morning air ; 

He started when his eye 
Bested upon a fay so near, 

And strove to pass me by ; 
But I detained him in the grove, 

And kept him near my side ; 
I asked him if he grieved for love, 

And he with tears replied. 

I. 
Thou being of a purer sphere. 
Who deign'st awhile to wander here, 
Thou ask'st me of my lot forlorn, 
And why my heart by grief is torn. 
I fain, in truth, would answer thee. 
If aught I said could better me ; 
But all, I fear, is over now. 
And I, to my stern fate, must bow. 
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But since a fairy seeks to know 
My mournful tale of bitter woe, 
I now will forthwith tell the cause, 
Why I do bend to sorrow's laws. 

II. 
In early days, when I was young, 
When hope's bright blossoms round md sprung, 
I gave my heart to Leila fair. 
That maiden whose long, jetty hair 
Was parted on a pure white brow, 
That vied in purity the snow. 
Whose eye beamed light from Heavenward sent, 
Whose voice by angels sweet was lent. 

in. 
I loved her with the purest love. 
That comes to man from Heaven above, 
And Leila's heart was true to me ; 
But her proud sire full cruel, he 
His matchless child did give away. 
Regardless of that early day. 
When he had smiled upon my love. 
And bade me never more to rove. 
From her, my tender, loving bride. 
Till Death should take her from my side. 
13 
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Yet he, regardless of his word, 
Grants her to-night to some proud lord ; 

IV. 

Full rich in gold and princely pride, 
But loved not by his matchless bride, 
And this, oh, Fairy, is the night. 
That lays all low my visions bright. 
E'en now he gives his child away. 
I could not near his castle stay. 
So Lhave wandered here to weep, 
And my sad vigils here to keep. 
Yet if thou canst afford one ray 
Of hope, this marriage dire to stay, 
I beg you, give it now to me, 
And from its woe my spirit free ! 

IV. 

I sought the noble baron's hall. 

Before one moment past. 
And there I saw the splendour all 

That thro' the house was cast. 
I saw each shining brilliant light, 

Their glittering meteors flit. 
Through every room they shone fall bright. 

So gaily were they lit. 
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V. 

I entered in the fine built hall, 

Where Leila poured her grief, 
And her dear name aloud did call, 

And promised sweet relief. 
I bade her follow where I led, 

And she forthwith agreed, 
And with the maiden then I sped, 

With all my greatest speed. 
Unto that very leafy grove, 

That I had just now left 
Where waited her own fedthful love. 

Who, of all joy bereft. 
Was pouring forth his bitter woe. 

To winds that sighed around. 
His strain he breathed fuU sweet and low. 

Where hushed was every sound. 

VI. 

I entered with his maiden true, 

And as he saw us near. 
Bright beamed his eyes of azure hue, • 

His heart dismissed his fear. 
He clasped his loved one to his heart. 

In strong, yet tender love, 
And swore that they should never part, 

Nor ever would he rove 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



100 THE FAIRIES. 

From her who rndde his life all light, 

His soul, his love, his all, 
Till Death unto their Heavenward flight, 

Their spirits both should Call. 

The fairy's voice had died upon the listening ear, 

And all th' jEtherial court were silent for a while. 

As when the gentle breeze that stirs the crested wave. 

Has died away — the waters sink in silent calm. 

And all the Ocean like a mirror seems full smooth ; 

So when his gentle tones had ceased, the fairy throng 

Were silent all, and none there seemed prepared 

To tell a greater deed of love, than he, who now, 

Amid surrounding murmurs of applause sat down. 

Till one there rose, with countenance all beaming bright, 

Whose eyes were gleaming like the stars of highest Heaven. 

Whose tones were like the gentle sighings of the breeze, 

That wafts the richest odours on the Autumn air. 

Whose mien was kingly, and who spoke as if a power 

Most High had lent him aid to do a deed of love, 

And thus he told his tale before that fairy throng. 

I. 
I roamed around the earth. Pair Queen, 
And gazed on each most lovely scene. 
I climbed upon the mountain high, 
Whose summit almost kissed the sky, 
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I wandered in the lowly vale, 

Where flowers, their odours ^weet, inhale ; 

I skimmed too o*er the wide, wide sea, 

Where waves were high and billowy ; 

The scene was grand, the storm did rage, 

And sea-nymphs did fierce warfare wage ; 

A lordly ship I saw afar. 

Strive in the elemental war. 

I neared it close to see if I 

Might save one soul from misery. 

And as I went, I saw a youth. 

With eyes that told of trusting truth, . 

Just struggling with the stormy wave. 

Him, did I, from a watery grave 

In quickness snatch, and flew full swift, 

While I his fragile form did lift. 

To bear it to its mother Earth, 

And to that land that gave him birth. 

When I had reached his home I fled, 

Nor near him for one moment staid. 

II. 
And when returning home, I met 
A beauteouii m^id, with locks of jet ; 
With eyes whose brightly shining hue. 
Was like the sky — so azure blue. 
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The tears were falling thick and h&t, 
And, oh, a^ace so bright and sweet 
In Heaven or Earth did I e'er meet. 
She seemed a Peri from the skies, 
For Heaven was beaming in her eyes ; 
Though bent her soul with care and woe ; 
Though long-drawn sighs from her did flow ; 
Though sad and sick, and sore at heart ; 
Though e'en the bitter tear did start ; 
She had that look which limners love, 
To give the bless^ saint above ! 
I nearer came and viewed the sprite. 
Her eyes, I ween, were passing bright, 
And e'en the falling chrystal tear 
Did in her eyes more bright appear. 
She started — when I ]jade her tell, 
By what stem fate, most dire and fdl. 
Her tears did flow so thick and fast. 
And why such grief should e'er be cast 
Eound one, who seemed not formed to bear 
Of bitter, bitter grief, such share. 
She spoke in voice of angel tone. 
While did the winds around us moan ! 

I. 
. The morn was fair, the sun shone bright, 
The blue waves silent were ; 
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The ship was strong ; her timbers tight ; 
No storm her planks could stir. 

n. 
A kiss— a sigh — a glance — a tear — 

And he was gone, yes, gone ! 
And I was left — ^leffc lonely here, 

A maiden all forlqrn ! 

in. 
He told me that he soon would come^ 

All o'er the waters blue, 
To find me here, in this my home. 

To love and him full true I 

IV. 

But yester-eve some, one did say. 

His gallant ship did sink, 
Amid the briny, watery spray. 

And many too did think. 
My Edward lost his precious life. 

When the deep azure wave 
Did conquer, in its fatal strife. 

The good, the great and brave ! 



ios 
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V. 

But since to you all things are known, 

Tell me if aught you know, 
Where, where my love's true soul hath flown, 
■• Whether the waves below. 
Or whether some kind friend did save 

His loving soul from Death. 
If 'tis not so, I only crave. 

Thee now to take my breath ! 

VI. 

For I can never bear to live. 

Without his faithful love. 
And if he's dead — my soul I'll give 

Unto the Gods above. 

She ceased to speak ; and glad was I 
To dry the tear within her eye. 
And thus to her I quickly spake. 
Her bitter woe fiQl soon to break. 

Fair Maid ! it is with joy I say to thee, 
That I from Death your Edward's soul did free. 
I saw his lusty ship sink 'neath the wave. 
And then I stretched my potent arm to save. 
. And if you now will follow me, 
I will present thy love to thee. 
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Since I did leave him in a grove, 
Not far from tbee, his only love ! 
And there he lies, enchained by sleep ; 
And thou thy vigils there must keep. 
For he will wake full soon, and then 
All woe will end and every pain. 

IV. 

I led, Most Potent Queen, the maid 
Unto the sweet, refreshing shade ; 
Where sleep did hold her lover dear, 
And sleep that was to death full near. 
But when, at last, he oped his eye. 
And saw the maiden standing by, 
He scarce believed the joyous sight, 
It seemed a vision of the Night. 
Yet up he rose ; and that fair girl, 
Rich in many a jetty curl. 
He clasped in fervour to his breast. 
While she her faithful love confest ! 

His tones no more I heard upon the evening breeze. 
And I concluded that his tale of love was done ; 
Twas truly so — the angel had now ceased to speak, 
And others rose, their tender songs, in turn to sing. 
WTiile patient did their potent chief attend each one^ 
14 
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Till all had ended their sweet soDgs, and she arose, 

And with a sign the fairies vanished, and I saw, 

No longer fairy forms, but wide and sterile fields, 

I roused me from my dream and homeward went my way. 

And on that fairy's head the golden crown shall fall, 

Whom thou^ kind reader, think' st most worthy of the gift. 



SHELLS. 

Far in the depths of ocean hidden, 

There stands a lovely cave. 
Which, when by fairy order bidden, 

Shines brightly 'neath the wave. 
Full sweetly decked with many a shell, 

It seems a sea-nymph's home. 
List, ye mortals, while the fate I tell. 

Of one who there did roam. 
'Twas on a sweet summer evening bright, 

A maiden walked alone. 
Seeking shells by the starry twilight, 

When she heard a feeble moan. 
And, lo I a sea-nymph rose in splendour, 
With happy words and accents tender. 
Thus to the wandering maid he spoke, 
While sweet echoes o'er the wavelets broke ! 
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Sweet Maiden fair, who roamest here 

With pensive step so sad and lone, 
Oh, hear my prayer, while echoes there. 

O'er the dark sea do join their tone ! 

Grant me a shell, thy love to tell. 

To deck my home 'neath Ocean's wave, 

And when I go to depths below. 
Come with me where no tempests rave. 

Then thou shalt be from sorrow free^ 

And sea-nymphs shall attend thee round; 

To me belong the streams of song, 
In which undying joys are found. 

Then come with me, thou Maiden free, 

And taste* the sweets of Ocean's joy. 
For sorrow ne'er comes there or fear. 

No cares harassing shall annoy. 

Thus spoke the youth of golden hair. 
To the maid who wandering there, 
Seeking the little shells so bright, 
By the sweet, soothing starry light. 
When in accents soft the maid replied, 
To the Sea G-od standing in the tide. 
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Fair King of the Ocean and Gem of the Sea, 
I view thee with favour and love, 

I cherish thine offer so pure and so free, 
Through Ocean with thee will I rove. 

Thus spoke the maiden wandering lone, 
By the shining waves that feebly moan, 
And sped away to Ocean's cave. 
Which the strong tides are wont to lave. 

See ye yon cave so glittering bright, 
Sweetly shining in mid-ocean's light, 
See ye the maid the G-od besought. 
To own that cave so richly fraught. 
Mid the shells toiling night and day, 
Wearing her precious life away ? 

Thus in tearful smiles young love betrays 
Each poor hapless mortal that e'er strays 
Too near the banks of his limpid stream. 
That shines with many a beauteous beam. 
Till in mournful tears they ever weep 
For the fate they now are bound to keep. 
Oh, then keep thee clear of Love's young beam. 
For things are not always what they seem. 
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TO H. H. C. 



My soul breathes low its parting sigh for thee, 
Friend of my earlier, happier days, 

Who cheered my heart, when billowy was the sea 
Of woe, that met my anxious gaze I 

A comforter thou wert in all my grief. 

And partner of my every joy. 
Oft hast thou granted me thy sweet relief, 

Which hurrying time can ne'er destroy. 

Together we have joyed — ^so too we sighed — 
Our joys and griefs have been the same. 

We've loved as much, tho* many men belied 
Sweet friendship's dear and sacred name. 

Dear friend ! my soul would fain defer the time 

That bids us part, perhaps fore'er ; 
But, ah ! I hear the doleful, farewell chime, 

Which I would rather never hear. 

We part, indeed, and who can say how long 

'Twill be before we meet again. 
When far we're borne upon the current strong. 

That waits us in this world of pain. 
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While now my soul breathes out its last farewell, 
'Twould burst, 'twould rend my aching heart, 

The speechless sadness of my mind to tell. 
As thus from thee I'm called to part ! 

Dear friends, beloved by me, I leave behind. 
Who cost my heart some bitter pangs. 

But thou alone in joy and grief wert kind ! 
Alas ! the grief that round me hangs ! 

Good-bye ! What sadness is there in that tone. 
To hearts that dearly, truly love ; 

What more than grief to feel oneself alone. 
While darkened seems e'en Heaven above. 

Though many leagues of sea between us roll, 
I'll think of thee with truthful love. 

For miles cannot the immortal soul control. 
Or make the spirit cease to love. 

I bid thee now a long and last adieu. 
Thou friend of early, joyous hours. 

May changing Fortune ever smile on you. 
And pleasure crown your fleeting hours. 
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Sweet memory gilds our former years^ 
And misery from the heart it tears ; 

It tells of joy, 

Without alloy ! 
TVhen sick and tired the heart feels sad, 
Rest can from Memory's font be had. 
For golden sunbeams shine around, 
And childhood's happy sports abound I 

It truly is a welcome voice 

That makes the trembling heart rejoice ; 

It tells of love, 

From springs above. 
'Tis sweet to think in hours of loneliness. 
Of childhood's sports and happiness, 
For Memory bids the sorrowing heart rejoice, 
With all the sweetness of a mother's voice ! 
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THE STARRY HEAVENS. 

I. 
When all the earth is hushed in slumber, 

And brightly beams the moon above, 
The god-lit stars I love to number, 

That thro' the arched sky do move. 
They speak of a world far, far away, 

A precious country free from care. 
Ever happy in a golden day — 

How oft I wish that I was there ! 

II. 
'Tis a precious sight indeed to see, 

Those lovely little balls of light, 
Which do cheer the sky so brilliantly, 

And ever shine so sweetly bright. 
'Tis meet that they are fixed in Heaven, 

To shine around th' Almighty throne^ 
For unto them such light is given 

That suits the starry Heavens above. 
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'WHEN STAKS SHONE BRIGHT." 

When stars shone bright, 

With precious light, 
Between the moonbeams pale, 

I watched the sky, 

With eager eye, 
And dreamt thb dreary tale. 

When twilight sweet 

Thine eyes doth meet. 
Then think thee of thy love, 

This is the hour, 

When love's soft power 
Comes on us from above. 

Oh, it is then 

Thou'lt feel the pain 
Of unrequited love, 

For ah, 'tis true. 

She loves not yom, 
As truly as you love. 
15 
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When Ebon night, 

With balmy might, 
Holds forth her powerfdl sway, 

Oh, think thee then, 

Once, once, again, 
Of her who cheers thy day ! 

But when the hour 

Of day's bright power 
Shall lighten on the world, 

Thou'lt feel again 

Love's direst pain. 
In bitterest sorrow hurled. 

I wake from sleep 

And vigils keep 
The night's sad hours along, 

And then my heart, 

Pierced by love's dart. 
Searches niy thoughts among. 

The cause to find, 

Why thus unHnd, 
My love should turn away, 

But nothing there. 

Can dry my tear 
Or lend one cheering ray- 
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No flickering light, 

Beams on my sight, 
My dear one's love to gain, 

My weary heart 

Must feel the dart 
Of love's unending pain. 

Sad is the heart. 

Whose better part, 
Has fled fore'er away, 

No skill at all 

Can e'er recall 
To it one happy ray ! 



TO 



I. 
Yn sprites that hover in fair Venus' train ! 

Plead ye my suit with her I love. 
Oh breathe ye forth your sweetest sounding strain, 

While angels join you from above. 

II. 
Tell her my thoughts are hers in twilight hour, 
When twinkling stars full sweetly shine, 
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Tell her at eve I feel the endearing poWer. 
Of joys that make my spirit pine ! 

ni. 
Speak ye in gentle accents to my love, • 

Oh, speak with all the power of song ; 
Tell her my heart is her's where'er I rove, 

In quiet rest or wanderings long. 

IV. 

Bid ye the sweetest strain of song to flow, 

My never-dying love to tell, ■ 
Speak ye, oh, speak in whispering tones and low, 

Each eve at sound of Vesper bell I 

V. 

Tell her my souPs sad fear and sorrow, 
Lest she should spurn my loving heart, 

Tell her how I fear that each to-morrow 
May bring the tidings that we part. 

VI. 

And if, when you have told her all my heart. 
She spurn my faithful love away ; 

Then quickly bring ye death's empoisoned dart. 
And darken life's uncheering ray. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



TO 117 

vn. 

But if when you have told — I love her well- 
She turn not scornfully away, 

To me the joyful tidings quickly tell, 
And sing your sweetest breathing lay. 

vrn. 
Go then, ye Sprites ! with blessings on your road, 

To her I love — ^go — ^fare ye well — 
Go ye and hover round her blessed abode, 

My never-ending love to tell. 



TO 



A ROSE may fade, and yet a fresh one spring 

To gladden its demise ; 
A weary bird may patfse upon the wing. 

And yet again arise : 
But hopeless love a respite ne'er can find 
From bitter woes that throng before — behind. 

I first saw her — ^not in the crowded halls, 
Where fashion's vot'ries dwell, 

At princely parties or at courtly balls. 
Where- flounces the gay belle ; 
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But in her home, with all her friends around. 
'Twas then, oh, then my heart to hers I bound. 

And my young thoughts were gay as Eden's bird, 

As we together sate, 
Alas, that even then I might have heard 

The unchanging voice of fate : 
That mine was unrequited, unwished love, 
And that my tears her heart could never move. 

Ah, then, perchance, I had not shed these tears, 

These bitter tears of woe. 
But now 'tis over — and my worst of fears 

Has come to lay me low. 
She loves me not — what anguish in those words 
There is — that pierces deeper than keen swords. 

Yet, though, alas, I never can be loved. 

Let me ne'er cease tt) love. 
Though my sad song her heart hath never moved. 

From her ne'er may I rove. 
Though sure that I shall ever love in vain, 
Ne'ertheless, loving eases my sad pain. 
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When moonlight rays were streaming 

O'er the hills and seas afar. 
Golden light, from heaven beaming, 

. Came from every little star. 
And when I heard the midnight bell, 
I thought of her I loved so well. 

When morning, in sweet tints of gold. 

Softly lit the Eastern sky, 
Where light its airy realm did hold, 

And the night's dark sway passed by. 
When birds in song their joy did tell, 
I thought of her I loved so well. 

When twilight came— endearing hour ! 

Of bright moonbeams sweet and mild. 
Each living being felt the power 

Of softness over nature's wild, 
When rang the dying day's last knell, 
I thought of her I loved so well. 

At morn, at eve — at night — ^I think 

Of the being that I love, 
Now standing on the ocean's brink 
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My eye, on heaven, fixed above 
For the l«6t time my love Fd tell, 
And die for her I loved so well ! 



TO 



The prisoned slave in sorrow mourns 

His primal freedom gone ; . 
And as each blushing morn returns 

And finds him all alone^ 
He sorrows in his prison's bars 

And sighs for freedom's bliss, 
And when do shine the twinkling stars, 

His bitterest woe is this, — 
That now within those servile walls 

He is a fettered slave, 
And when he hears the sentry's calls 

It makes him almost rave. 

n. 
Thus my fond heart a prisoner is 

In love's strong silken chains ; 
'Tis mine to feel the woe, not bliss, 

Of what that God ordains. 
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In fruitless love I sigh away 

My life's young buoyant hour, 
Not gladdened e'en by one dear ray 

Of His almighty power. 
Oh, ye who watch the fates of man ! 

Look down ! in pity look ; 
And ease my torturing, aching, pain, 

My woes write in thy book ! 



TO 



Beside a chrystal stream, that glistened in the light 

Of Luna's softest ray, 
A beateous lily grew, with hue of snowy white, 

Its stem knew not decay. 
Anon, it raised its humble head in air full high, 

Then bent it to the storm. 
No one, unheeding, passed that snow-white lily by. 

For lovely was its form. 
But when the winds their fury o'er its head did pour. 

And dark was Luna's beam, 
It gently laid its drooping form, to rise no more, 

Within its mother stream. 
16 
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May thou, my fair one, like that precious lily standi 

t^ith gentle heart, but bold, 
While changing seasons o'er thee roll in fleeting band. 

Oh, may thou bear the cold, 
The piercing, bitter cold of human grief and woe. 

If sadly it must come, 
With humble faith, not seeking solace here below. 

But looking to thy home 
On high, where angels weep thy grief to see ; 

And when beneath the sod 
They lay the low, thine everlasting home will be 

The bosom of thy God ! 

But should prosperity thy path on earth attend 

With every pleasure bright, 
May Heaven, from Satan's snares, thy spotless soul defend. 

And guide thy mind aright. 
So that when thy soul to the unseen world shall fly, 

And Life's short day be done, 
The spirits round the throne in joining song may cry. 

One angel more is won. 
And what though myriad ages roll on ages then, 

Thy deathless soul is saved. 
And it will be redeemed, removed from Earth and men. 

In chrystal waters laved I 
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*' THE NIGHT WHEN FIKST WK MET." 

I. 
The night when first we met ! Ah, who can tell 

The joy my happy heart felt then ; 
Wben first within Love's outstretched arms I fell. 

Never to rise from 'them again. 

n. 
The night when first we met ! Each little star 

In twinkling beauty bright and clear. 
Seemed to shine purer from its Heaven afar. 

Within the blue etherial air ! 



All around each lovely thing seemed ringing 

Of her beauty an^ her worth, 
And the shining moon her tribute bringing. 

Blushed deeply to confess her truth. 

rv. 
Those sparkling eyes the Angels from on High 

Admired and thought them God's own light, 
Those airy limbs that thro' the dance did fly, 

All, all bewitched the gazer's sight. 
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V. 

And such was she the night when first we met, 
With happy face of youthful mirth ; 

Bright were her eyes beneath their fringe of jet, 
So bright they seemed not of this Earth. 

VI. 

And then her voice, melodionsly sweet, 

As it parted the perfumed air, 
Spake words as soft as those when angels meet, 

Again their blissful love to share. 

Vii. 
Ah ! who can deem it strange that I did love 

This being of a better sphere. 
Over all earthborn dwellers raised above, 

A being ^ its Maker near. 

vni. 
Ye mild and gracious Heavens ! smile on one 

Who gives his little all to love. 
Though life's uncertain sands have just begun ; 

Oh, smile ye on him from above ! 

IX. 

Te mighty powers that guide the ways of man, 
Oh, bless her too fn beauty bright : 
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Round her let lightsome airy breezes fan, 
The sweetest perfume of the night. 

X. 

Let every blessing shine around her way, 

And let her life unclouded be, 
May she from blissful happiness ne'er stray, 

And live from every sorrow free I 



TO 



Let others praise thy form of matchless grace,' 
Let others laud thy beaming eye. 

But be it mine in thy clear mind to trace 
The likeness of Divinity. 

For Earthly charms too soon, alas, may fade. 

And beauty vanish as a cloud. 
For all that's bright, the poet says, was made 

But to be wrapt in ruin's shroud. 

Yet still should all Earth's beauties pass away, 
And charms once yours on winglets fly. 

Beware lest from thy mind thou lose one ray 
Of what was lent thee from on high. 
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For what are all the graces Earth can give, 
If through this weary world we plod, 

Not knowing what we are, or why we live, 
Without a mind — ^the gift of God.^ 

Then guard that priceless treasure which is thine. 
Preserve it well, and it will make thee shine 

The brightest one amid the throng of Earth. 
But let it go— and all thy charms will be 
Only a sting and a reproach to thee, 

A spot upon the 'scutcheon of thy birth ! 



SONG. 

Though roses bloom and fade away, 
Though pleasures quickly fly. 

To you, my love, I vow to-day, 
** I change but when I die." 

Talk not to me of slighted love, 

Of so-called constancy. 
More constant than the gentle dove, 

" I change but when I die." 
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Thongh on a far-off, distant shore, 

I pass my moments by, 
I will forget thee never more, 

** I change but when I die/^ 

Believe me^ then, that I am true ; 

Wherever I may hie, 
My loving heart points still to you, 

** I change but when I die." 

The ardent, burning, Heavenly Love, 
Th|it beams within mine eye. 

Tells thee, by all the Powers above, 
" I change but when I die." 



127 



TO 



The stars that sweetly shine above, 
The moon that sheds its light. 
By borrowed splendor bright, 

All make me think of her I love. 

In pensive thought I wander oft 
By the deep river s shore. 
When day's bright realm is o'er. 

And gaze upon the stars aloft, 
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Because Id them methinks I see 

Her sparkling bright eyes shine on me. 

But, ah, those stars so bright above, 

Tell me I need not try, 

To gain one tender sigh, 
While still they tell me that I love ! 
'Tis a sad lot to mortals given. 

To love, but love in vain ; 

Ah ! who can tell the pain 
That waits the heart so harshly riven I 
Living a life of hopeless grief, 
That, seeking, finds not a relief. 



TO 



When other lips more dear than mine, 
■ Shall woo and win thy love. 
When other smiles more sweet shall shine, 

And other sighings move. 
Then think of him who loved thee best. 

In sunny shine or rain, 
Who deemed himself supremely blest. 

If but one word he'd gain. 
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When other men, of Fashion's train, 

Their earth-born love declare, > 

Remember theo the aching pain 

That doth my bosom share. 
And if the Fates should so decree, 

That we part forever, 
Then my prayer to high Heaven shall be, 

That thou weep'st not ever ; 

That thy life be one ceaseless shine 

Of happiness and joy, 
And tho' my sorrows make me pine, • 

Thee let them ne'er annoy. 
For I shall never breathe my woe 

To aught of mortal birth. 
My sighs to Heaven shall ever go, 

And not to laithless Earth. 



FAREWELL. 

I. 
Oh, fare thee well, dear idol of my heart, 

I am going from thee now. 
To-morrow brings the tidings that we part, 
Stern the fate to which I bow. 
17 
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11. 

. Many a day and week shall glide 
To the eternal shores of night, 
E'er once more standing at thy side,- 
I may view thine eyes so bright. 

III. 
Thou maiden fair ! List to me now. 

While bending at thy sweet shrine^ 
Humbly I breathe my earnest vow, 

That forever Pll be thine. 

rv. 
Though sylph-like fays should hover o'er me, 

An\i sweet beauty shine around, 
Though lovely forms should flit before me. 

Faithful I will still be found. 

v. 
No beauty now could e'er enslave me, 

For my heart is fondly thine, 
With all the love that Heaven e'er gave me^ 

Love I that sweet form of thine ! 

vi. 
The time has come for us to part, 
Tear-drops glisten in mine eye, 
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Grief rules witbin my aching heart, 
All my joys away do fly ! 

Yii. 
But hope the bright goal keeps in view, 

Of our meeting soon again, 
Where we may all our joys renew, 

And drive away dull pain. 



LOYE. 



High on the mountain top, and in the grove, 
Thou ever art the same, Almighty Love ! 
In castle grand, or peasant's cot, 
In oaken hall, or leafy grot. 
Thou ne'er, oh, ne'er canst be forgot ! 

'Tis sweet to hear fond woman's sigh. 

In love's dear, plaintive tone, 
'Tis sweet to see the moistened eye, 

The ruby, blushing cheek. 
But, oh, far sweeter still it is. 

To know she sighs for thee, 
To feel, indeed, the hallowed bliss, 

Of woman's constancy ! 
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t • 

'Twas Love that won great Jove from Heaven, 

To one of mortal n.ould, 
By him, the means to us was given, 

Of happiness untold. 
No heart so hard but Love can soften, 

No mind too bold or strong ; 
The great and brave he gains full often, 

Amid his joyous throng ! 



**N0 MORE!" 

The word is said, the farewell spoken, 

And hearts are sad and drear, 
The silken tie of Love is broken, 

Old friends are left and dear. 
Deepest griefs are felt, ne'er felt before. 

We mourn o'er joys all past. 
Sad and mournful flow the words " No more," 

From hearts with grief o'ercast. 
*^No more" we'll meet in friendly greeting. 

As oft in days of yore, 
" No more" for us love kindly meeting 

Shall bless us as before. 
" No more" the pleasant evening strolling 

O'er meadows sweetly bright 5 
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While time its Hurrying car was rolling, 

And brought the starry light. 
Dreary, solemn tones, " No more !" " rfo more !" 

For aye indeed we part, 
Mournful sadness never known before, 

Comes o'er this aching heart ; 
Flow on then, ye melting numbers flow I 

And help me to deplore. 
For deep shrouded in heart-piercing woe. 

My keart lisps out " No more !" 
" No more" for me with thee to wander, 

Led by thy friendly hand. 
While every moment made us fonder ; 

Fate bids me leave this land ! 



" No more" thy hand that holds thy heart 

In lingering farewell given ; 
" No more I" Oh, solemn tones ! We part ; 

Our dearest ties are riven. 

We part, and we shall meet ** No more," 

Upon this dreary strand. 
Sad griefs we feel, ne'er felt before, 

We clasp the farewell hand. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



134 ♦ " NO MORE." 

Ah ! wben shall we two meet a^ain ? 

Ask ye yon restless wind. 
That (fer the Hue deep's pathless main, 

No steady home can find ! * 

Ask ye the waves that wildly roar, 

Upon the desert strand. 
And they will sa^, *' No more," ** No more," 

Upon this earthly land ! 

But what though we "No more" should meet 

Here on our sinful land ; 
And what though we " No more" should greet 

Each with a welcome hand ? 

There is a land of sweeter bliss, 

A land beyond the tomb. 
And flowers that spring and bud in this^ 

There find immortal bloom. 

For there our friendships ne'er will end, 

And forever will we love. 
And heart with heart will ever blend, 

In that beauteous land above. 
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